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A  PEEP  REIIIND  THE  SCENES. 

No.  VII. 

Stulta,  jocosa,  canenda,  dolentia,  seria,  sacra, 

En  posita  ante  oculos.  Lector  amice,  tuos ; 

Quisquis  es,  hie  aliquid  quod  delectabit  hal)ebis ; 

Tristior  an  levior,  selige  quicquid  ainas.” 

Friends,  readers,  and  contributors !  May  lias  come 
once  more! — the  merry  month  of  May  !” — smiling  in 
the  blue  skies,  and  on  the  featliery  clouds,  sparkling  on 
the  broad  breast  of  the  placid  sea,  and  greatly  rejoicing 
the  hearts  of  all  the  fishes  in  brook,  stream,  lake,  an<l 
river.  Many  a  pair  of  slippers  that  formed  the  solace  of 
the  winter  lire-si^le,  are  now  stowed  away  far  hack  under 
a  huge  chest  of  drawers,  or  behind  a  great  trunk,  or  in  a 
rarely- frequented  closet,  covered  with  dust,  neglected  and 
forgotten!  Such  is  tlie  world’.s  gratitude.  It  is  atten¬ 
tive  to  its  friends  as  long  as  they  can  he  of  any  service, 
Imt  its  attachment  ends  with  the  chance  of  some  recipro¬ 
cal  advantages  arising  out  of  the  connexion.  Fie  on’t ! 
Such  is  not  our  mode  of  treating  the  companions  of  by¬ 
gone  days ; — 

**  Come,  ye  Slippers,  fair  and  free, 

III  Heaven  worn  by  Euphrosyne, — ” 

come  once  more  unto  our  willing  feet,  and  albeit  the 
gi’ate  sparkle.s  in  the  brightness  of  its  own  well-tempered 
metal,  unconscious  of  a  fire, — albeit  oui*  easy-chair,  into 
which  we  sink  as  into  a  bed  of  eider-down,  he  now  for  a 
time  disimrded, — albeit  the  air  is  soft  and  balmy,  and 
when  we  throw  open  the  casement  of  our  suburhaii  re¬ 
treat,  the  perfume  of  a  thousand  flowers  hurries  the  sense 
into  Elysium, — still  we  are  prepared  to  address  our  Slip¬ 
pers  in  the  language  of  Goldsmith,  and  say, 

“  Eternal  blessings  crown  our  earliest  friend  !’* 

In  the  long,  frosty,  blue,  coal-consuming  nights  of  winter, 
how  often  have  they  met  us  smilingly  after  the  fatigues 
of  the  day,  and,  with  the  gentle  pressure  of  mute  affec¬ 
tion, — a  pressure  like  unto  that  of  a  maiden’s  soft  and 
thrilling  hand, — how  often  hare  they  restored  our  woiind- 
^  spirit  to  the  conviction  that  some  small  portion  of 
P«ace  and  happiness  was  still  left  for  us  in  the  ivorld! 

It  was  in  such  moments  as  these  that  the  better  por¬ 
tions  of  our  nature  awoke  within  ns,  ami  all  the  scor¬ 
pions  of  oiir  heart  laid  themselves  down  to  sleep.  The 
P^^tty  caivs,  the  contemptible  jealousies,  the  perpetual 
^nabhle.s,  which  agitate  the  literary  world,  and  in  tlie 
t^ortex  of  which  even  we  are  sometimes  involved,  faded 
away  like  the  mist  of  morning  upon  a  mountain  brow, 
*iid  we  felt  prepared  to  love  and  to  be  beloved  by  all 
I  Mankind.  Then  came  tripping  forth,  like  fairies  in  the 
•;  *®®oblight,  our  affections  and  gentler  feelings  ; — a  single 
:  stanza  of  divine  poesy, — a  tone  or  two  of  pensive  music, 

I  P^Echaiice  one  of  onr  old  accustomed  melodies,  loved 
from  childhood,  and  loved  now  a  thousand  times  more 
j  those  whom  we  love,  love  them  too, — the  glance 

I  a  kind  eye,,^the  sound  of  a  familial*  voice, ^cacli  or  uU 


of  these  has  wellnigh  brought  our  mother’s  weakness  to 
our  eyes,  and  we  blessed  (iod,  that  though  inured  in  all 
the  cold  and  artificial  hahlts  of  the  common  earth,  we 
were  still  capable  of  casting  the  stiff  mantle  of  manhood 
away,  and  recalling  to  onr.selves  the  nature  of  a  hoy  who 
lies  among  the  heafher  on  a  bright  hill-side,  and  dreams 
of  the  crystal  world  he  is  iibout  to  enter.  And  what  is 
man,  or  the  life  of  man,  worth,- if  he  cannot  continue  to 
throw,  at  intervals,  a  rainbow  light  over  the  dulness  of 
reality?  Woe  unto  him  wdio  scoffs  at  the  existence,  and 
ridicules  the  enjoyment,  of  all  pure  and  lovely  emotions  ! 

We  speak  not  of  the  boisterous  mirth  of  nocturnal  convi¬ 
viality,  though  even  that  hath  its  redeeming  points  ; — "we 
speak.not  with  tl^  ^iew  of  painting  a  fabled  Utopia,  which 
hath  no  being  in  the  nature  of  things.  All  that  we  stand 
up  for,  (and  now  that  onr  Slicpkrs  are  on,  we  do  not  stand 
so  high  by  a  full  inch  ds  we  did  hofore)^all  that  ive  stand 
up  for  is,  that  no  jioet  has  ever  exaggerated  the  value  and 
the  miglit  of  friendship,  or  the  glory  and  the  rapture  of 
woman’s  love..  Poets,  w’ith  all  their  inspiration,  Iiave 
hut  limited  powers.  They  can  describe  hut  wliat  they 
see,  and  what  they  feel.  They  may  express  feelings, 
which,  ill  the  particular  case  alluded  to,  did  not  belong 
to  them,  hut  which  <Rher  circumstances  either  have  call¬ 
ed  or  will  call  forth.  Hence  all  the  privileges  they  en¬ 
joy  ; — friendship  is  with  them  a  passion,  and  a  glad 
delirium  ; — love,  a  transport  and  a  splendour.  Let  it  be 
granted  that  the  friendshij)  dies  out,  and  that  the  love 
may  in  time  grow  cold.  It  matters  not ;  better  to  be 
love<l  by  them  for  a  day,  than  by  all  the  rest  of  mankind 
for  a  hundred  years  !  We  speak  no  rash  and  ha.sty  para¬ 
dox.  What  is  friendship?  What  is  love?  It  is  a  suc¬ 
cession  of  feelings  towards  another,  existing  within  the 
recesses  of  onr  own  nature.  To  a  certain  extent,  these 
feelings  may  he  expressed  by  outward  signs,  and  made 
palpable  to  the  object  beloved, — hut  only  to  a  certain  ex  . 
tenty  and  in  noble  natures  to  a  wretchedly  limited  extent. 
15y  far  the  higher  part  of  the  mystery  remains  unseen. 
The  movement  of  the  outward  wheels  may  be  discovered, 
hut  the  delicate  mechanism  of  the  interior,  productive  of 
the  acutest  nicety  of  perception,  is  hid  from  the  vulgar 
eye — is  for  ever  incapable  of  being  communicated  even  to 
tile  object  on  which  all  our  regard  is  lavished.  But  the 
mechanism,  or,  to  use  a  higher  and  a  better  word,  the 
soul,  Avith  its  concomitant  emotions,  exists,  though  the 
weakness  of  the  material  sense.s  cannot  discover  them  to 
others.  They  exist,  and  for  ever  hallow  to  the  mind  ot 
the  poet  the  subject  by  Avhich  such  emotions  are  called 
forth.  Is  this  a  matter  of  little  moment  ?  Is  it  a  small 
thing  to  he  a  poet’s  friend, — a  poet’s  love  ? — not  for  Avhat 
he  Avrites  or  says  about  his  friendship  or  his  loA'e,  but  for 
what  he  feels,  and  Avhat  he  could  not  ever  attempt  either 
to  Avrite  or  say  ?  Words  are  hut  feeble  types  of  thoughts. 
TUcy  are  not  thoughts  itself, — they  are  hut  symbols  of  it. 
Can  a  symbol  eA'cr  he  so  good  as  an  original  ?  T  liink  you 
that  the*  language  of  a  hook,  or  even  the  syllables  Avliicli 
drop  from  the  tongue,  are  equally  fervent  and  expressive 
as  the  throhhiiigs  of  the  unseen  heart  ?  or  as  those  lights 
and  shades  of  feiding,  Avhich  cause  neither  a  thrilling  nor 
a  throhhiiig,  which  pass  like  a  suii-hlinlv,  or  the  reliection 
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of  a  cloud  upon  the  water,  but  which  stamp  the  character 
and  elevate  the  individual  into  something  far  different  from 
the  multitude  ?  O  ye  men  of  genius !  wear  Suppeks, 

and  commune  with  your  own  hearts,  and  be  still. 

*  *  *  *  *  *  ^ 

Not  having  read  over  the  above  paragraphs,  we  shall 
not  be  too  positive,  but  we  are  certainly  inclined  to  think 
they  contain  some  very  splendid  writing.  A  set  of 
dolts  will  assert  that  it  is  vain  in  us  to  say  so.  Nay, 
it  has  even  reached  our  ears,  that  the  Editor  in  his 
Slippers  is  thought  at  times  rather  conceited  and  egotisti¬ 
cal  I  Good  God  !  (as  Mr  Brougham  says  in  the  House 
of  Commons  when  he  wants  to  be  very  eloquent,)  what 
an  idea  is  this  to  enter  into  the  mind. of  a  rational  hu¬ 
man  being  !  Because  we  sometimes  make  our  own  popu¬ 
larity  the  subject  of  a  good-humoured  joke,  must  we  be 
therefore  classed  with  the  petty  coxcombs  of  this  and 
former  ages?  By  Jupiter  Ammon!  and  likewise  by 
Jupiter  Tonans,  and  also  by  the  Capitoline  Jove  I  the  day 
will  come  when  we  shall  shake  that  notion  out  of  the 
minds  of  our  worst  foes  !  Proud  of  being  the  Editor  of 
the  Edinburgh  Liferary  Journal^  forsooth  !  What  is  it, 
after  all,  hut  a  mere  sixpenny  periodical,  very  neatly 
printed,  to  be  sure,  by  Ballantyne,  and  in  very  universal 
circulation  and  esteem,  but  still  only  a  weekly  Gazette  of 
sixteen  pages  ?  Heaven  and  earth  !  Avho  is  it  fancies  that 
periodical  writing  of  any  kind  would  satisfy  our  ambi¬ 
tion?  Look  at  the  editors  of  all  the  periodicals, — they 
are  mere  nobodies,  unless  they  have  done  something  dis¬ 
tinct  and  apart  from  contributing  anonymous  articles  to 
Reviews,  Magazines,  or  Literary  Journals.  Does  Lock- 
liart  owe  his  reputation  to  that  most  respectable  and  heavy 
concern  the  Quarterly  Review  ?  What  has  Jeffrey  made 
by  the  EJinhurghy  except  that  he  fretted  his  hour  upon  the 
stage,  and  then  departed  ?  Who  ever  thinks  of  Campbell 
as  the  editor  of  the  New  Monthly,  wdth  its  Cockney 
sketches  and  little  bits  of  unreadable  trash  of  poetry  ? 
Will  not  a  single  page  of  the  “  Isle  of  Palms,”  or  the 

City  of  the  Plague,”  or  “  Lights  and  Shadows,”  or 
something  he  will  yet  w’rite,  do  more  to  perpetuate  the 
name  of  John  Wilson  than  all  Rlachwood's  Magazine  put 
together?  Is  Dr  Bowring  better  known  as  a  poetical 
ti*anslator  from  the  modern  languages,  or  as  the  conductor 
of  that  able  and  suspicious  review  the  ^Vestminstcr  9  As 
for  the  scribblers  in  Frazer's  Magazine,  the  Montldy,  and 
othei’s,  which  nobody  ever  sees  or  hears  of,  unless  through 
the  medium  of  a  newspaper  advertisement,  their  very 
names  are  unknown  ;  and  though  they  were,  they  w'ould 
not  live  one  week  longer  than  their  own  periodicals,  which 
will  be  short  enough.  The  Edinburgh  Literary  Journal 
ranks,  we  believe,  higher  than  any  other  weekly  miscel  ¬ 
lany  now  in  existence;  but  what  kind  of  satisfaction  is 
it  to  know  this,  when  we  also  know  that  we  could,  if  we 
chose,  rise  to  as  great  a  height  above  the  Journal,  as  the 
Journal  is  above  Cobbett’s  Register,  or  the  Cork  Quarterly 
Magazine  ?  Vanity,  indeed  !  We  shall  see,  before  five 
years  elapse,  whether  the  Editor  in  iiis  Sluters  is  a  per¬ 
son  to  be  sneezed  at  in  this  way.  The  Edinburgh  Lite- 
rary  Journal,  like  a  rock  rolled  from  the  top  of  a  moun¬ 
tain,  shall  go  on  to  prosper  with  increased  ciderity  and 
quickly  accumulating  influence,  but  it  shall  be  confessed, 
ere  long,  to  be  only  the  smallest  gem  in  our  coronet.  So 
much  for  egotism.  Let  the  small  fry  sneer  and  snarl  if 
they  will.  We  have  said  it. 

Revert  we  once  more  to  the  pleasant  fact,  that  this  is 
the  first  morning  of  3Iay.  Where  hast  thou  been,  dear 
reader  ? — away  up  on  the  mountain  side,  gathering  the 
sweetest  and  the  brightest  dew  of  all  the  year, — or  down 
by  the  stream,  catching  a  score  of  the  biggest  trout  it 
b^sts, — or  lying  in  bed,  amidst  a  profusion  of  shattered 
dreams  dancing  round  thee  like  motes  in  the  sunbeam, 
till  the  breakfast  bell  rang  for  the  last  time,  and  you 
knew  that  all  the  rest  would  be  in  the  parlour  before  you, 
and  that  the  eggs  would  be  cold,  and  ihe  Literary  Journal 
Ualf  read  before  you  got  down?  Well;  never  mind; 


whatever  you  have  been  doing,  we  have  a  regard  for  thee 
But  if  thou  art  a  man,  then,  O  man  !  away  with  thee  to 

the  country  for  as  long  a  period  as  thou  canst _ a  dav  a 

week,  or  a  month.  Thou  knowest  not  how  fresh  ami 
lovely  it  looks  at  this  moment.  Couldst  thou  but  tr^.* 
one  glimpse  of  the  blossoms  upon  the  cherry-trees,  ^ve 
should  have  a  greater  respect  for  thee.  Thou  smilest  witli 
a  grave  serenity,  and  thinkest  to  thyself — I  am  a  lawyer 
and  lo !  I  wear  a  wig ;  what  have  I  to  do  with  the  blossoms 
on  the  cherry-trees  ?”  But  again,  we  say  unto  thee,  O  man  ' 
fling  thy  wig  to  the  four  winds  of  heaven,  take  unto  thyselt’ 
the  feelings  of  a  boy — a  rosy  blossom  newly  shaken  from 
the  tree  of  life — and  aw'ay  with  thee  to  the  blessed  crodi 
fields.  We  should  have  rejoiced  to  have  taken  thee  with 
us  to  Roseneath,  that  fairest  peninsula  in  the  I'irth  of 
Clyde,  which  we  visited  but  a  few  short  days  ago.  ^\v 
should  have  rejoiced  to  point  out  to  thee  the  beauties  of 
Helensburgh,  and  the  loveliness  of  the  Gair  Loch,  with 
its  towering  amphitheatre  of  hills  in  the  background  ;  nor 
should  we  have  asked  thee  to  have  thrown  thvself  alter 
us,  when  we  were  foolish  enough  to  tumble  out  of  the 
steam-boat  into  the  water,  for  well  we  know  that  it  i> 
only  the  ignoble  and  the  undistinguished  who  die  the 
death  of  a  blind  puppy, — therefore  w  e  smiled  in  the  water 
wdth  a  calm  smile,  and,  after  a  brief  space,  regained  the 
boat. 

Reader  !  perchance  thou  art  a  lady  !  If  so.  Heaven 
bless  thee  !  Art  thou  fond  of  flowers  ?  Thou  art  perliajis 
the  lady  wdio  wrote  the  lines  in  the  style  of  Miss  Lainhm 
on  a  tuft  of  early  violets,  which  are  as  follows  ; 

‘‘  The  first  that  grew  this  season ! 

I  have  been  miles  for  them  !  How  many  miles? — 

Just  two !” 

Well,  it  must  have  been  a  pleasant  walk,  whether  short 
or  long.  Have  you  a  passion  for  primroses  ?  Here  they 
are  in  living  groups., — most  lovely  and  gentle  things  !  !)(► 
you  like  cowslips,  Avhose  perfume  is  like  the  beautiful 
thought  of  an  innocent  girl?  If  so,  there  is  a  bank  all 
golden  with  them.  But  are  not  all  Ibuvers  alike  ?  'I'hey 
are  nature’s  eternal  jewels,  and  their  odour  iippresses  the 
heart  with  a  joy  that  weighs  it  dow^n  almost  as  if  it  were 
a  smTow’.  AV'e  hate  a  lady  wdio  looks  coldly  upon  tlowers ; 
we  love  her  best  who  is  affected  by  them  even  unto  sad¬ 
ness. 

Come,  sit  thee  down  beneath  this  pleasant  tree,  whose 
tender  and  feathery  leaves  quiver  iii  the  passing  zephyr, 
and  W'C  shall  furnish  thee  with  an  hour’s  reading  that 
w’ill  make  thee  remember  w  ith  delight  the  Editor  is  nis 
Sluters  all  the  rest  of  thy  days.  Here  is  a  scrap,  in  the 
first  place,  which  we  shrewdly  suspect  w’as  written  by 
ourselves  as  we  walked  in  the  garden  yesternight,  and 
liad  our  attention  attracted  by  the  melancholy  object  whirh 
forms  tlie  subject  of  our  poem. 

TO  A  WITHERED  CURRANT  BUSH. 

What  is  tlic  reason,  thou  currant  bush, 

That  there  is  not  a  leaf  upon  thee. 

Although  there  are  leaves  on  the  gooseberry  bushes. 
And  leaves  on  the  old  apple-tree  ? 

Art  thou  asleep  in  thy  winter  sleep. 

Or  art  thou  a  stubborn  thing 

That  will  not  be  woo’d  by  the  April  sun, 

Nor  the  breath  of  the  gentle  spring  ? 

The  heart’s-ease  looks  up,  wdth  a  smile,  in  thy  tare, 
And  the  primrose  is  silent  wdth  joy. 

And  the  butterfly  flutters  from  floiver  to  flower. 

Like  a  happy,  but  truant  boy. 

The  blackbird  is  singing  among  the  boughs, 

And  the  lai*k  ’neath  the  rainbow’s  zone  ; 

*\il  nature  is  full  of  the  spirit  of  joy, 

Rut  thou  art  dejected  alone ! 
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Good  lack !  I  kope  thoii’rt  not  dec'id,  ciirrant  bush, 

For  a  doleful  thing ’t would  be, 

To  have  no  red  curi’ants  when  August  comes, 

And  no  red  jelly  at  tea  ! 

’T«ras  pleasant  to  pluck  the  luxuriant  strings 
Of  the  ruby  heads  that  hung 
In  tempting  clusters,  ruddy  and  ripe. 

Thy  fresh  green  boughs  among. 

0 !  never  glanced  gems  upon  beauty’s  neck 
With  a  richer  glow  of  light. 

Than  the  coral  fruit  upon  thee,  currant  bush, 

AV'heii  autumn’s  skies  were  brigfit. 

And  I  mind  me  well,  six  months  ago, 

How  gladsome  it  was  to  see 
file  busy  groii]>  of  sisters  small. 

Who  prattled  and  danced  round  thee. 

And  surely  thou  wert  right  pleased,  currant  bush, 

To  be  rifled  by  such  sweet  fingers  ; 

And  of  them,  perchance,  ’midst  thy  withering  boughs, 
Some  faint  remembrance  lingers. 

Poor  bush  !  I  pity  thee  much  ; — and  more 
That  thy  fate  has  a  touch  of  my  own  ; 

The  April  sun  now  shines  on  us  both, 

But  Jiot  as  it  o?ice  has  shone  ! 

In  the  whole  range  of  creation,  there  is  nothing  more 
truly  beautiful  than  a  noble  river ;  and  what  country 
more  rich  in  rivers  than  Scotland  ?  There  is  the  Forth, 
which  takes  its  rise  from  a  small  clear  pool  at  the  foot  of 
Bcnlomond,  and,  after  winding,  for  miles,  like  a  silver 
thread  through  the  wild  and  beautiful  scenery  of  Stir¬ 
lingshire,  expands  below  Alloa  into  n  broad  and  majestic 
sheet  of  water,  rolling  on  slowly  and  silently  to  the  Ger¬ 
man  ocean.  There  is  the  Clyde,  glittering  in  silver  cas- 
(*a(les  through  Lanarkshire,  sweeping  past  Glasgow,  gi¬ 
ving  beauty  to  Dunglass  and  Krskine  House,  laving  the 
<leep  foundations  of  Dunbarton  rock,  supplying  water  to 
a  hundred  lochs,  and  at  length  mingling  with  the  mighty 
Atlantic  below  the  Cumbray  Isles  between  the  peaks  of 
Ailsa  and  of  Jura.  There  is  the  Tweed,  the  very  Avon 
of  our  land,  with  its  classic  tributaries,  the  Gala  Water 
and  the  Teviot,  whose  “  wild  and  willowed  shore”  lives 
in  immortal  song.  There  is  the  Esk,  or  rather  the  Esks 
—the  north  and  the  south — tracing  their  origin  up  to 
the  Grampian  Hills,  and,  after  finding  their  way,  by 
(litferent  channels,  through  their  native  shire  of  Angus, 
meeting  for  the  first  and  last  time,  just  as  they  are  pjiss- 
ing  into  their  common  grave  in  the  neighbourhood  of 
Montrose.  There  are  the  Don  and  the  Dee,  the  noblest 
of  our  Highland  streams,  whose  course  lies  among  rcKiks, 
and  moors,  and  glens,  and  heathy  hills,  softening  the 
5>tern  aspect  of  the  mountains  of  Alar  Forest,  and  giving 
a j^fter  beauty  to  the  vale  of  Braemar.  There  are  the 
^ith  and  the  Annan,  rolling  on  in  placid  quiet  to  the 
•*oistero!is  Solway — the  streams  which  Allan  Cunning¬ 
ham  loves,  and  which  we  love  too  for  his  sake.  There 
the  Devron,  a  river  which  hath  for  us  a  thousand 
Wy  associations,  awaking  at  ev’cry  turn  the  romance 
youth,  the  chief  ornament  of  Banffshire,  making  liix- 
JjriHnt  the  sweet  valley  of  Forglen,  sweeping  round  the 
of  the  green  liill  on  whose  brow  stands  the  cottage 
®  Eden,  winding  among  the  woods  of  Alonnt  Cotfre, 
^Pcping  in  liquid  crystal  under  the  bridge  of  Alva,  and 
nally  meandering  on  through  the  noble  parks  of  Duff 
,  leave  them  for  the  rude  bilh»ws  of 

th^  T  1  rith.  And  last,  though  not  least,  there  is 
taking  its  source  in  the  distant  mountains  of 
^Ijadalbane,  and,  after  gliding  under  the  nine-arched 
**1  geof  Perth,  enriching  the  Carse  of  Gowrie,  and  How- 
J*”? a  Caledonian  Arcadia,  until  it  swells  into  a 
^  >  and  ceases  to  exist  betwixt  St  Johmton  and  bou- 


nie  Dundee.”  As  we  are  desirous  that  our  readers  should 
not  exist  a  month  longer  without  unravelling  the  wan- 
derings  of  this  princely  stream,  we  are  glad  to  present 
them  with  the  following  graphic  sketch  of  its  beauties  by 
one  who  knows  them  well. 

THE  BEAUTIES  OF  THE  TAV,  AND  ITS  TRIBUTARIES. 

Where’S  the  coward  that  would  not  dare 

To  fight  for  such  a  land  \^Marmion, 

Is  there  a  Briton  who  has  visited  the  Alpine  scenery 
of  Switzerland,  the  Italian  lakes,  or  the  banks  of  the 
Rhine,  and  who  yet  remains  ignorant  of  the  beauties  of 
the  first  of  British  rivers  ?  Let  him  take  the  earliest  op¬ 
portunity  of  correcting  his  omission,  and  of  making  him¬ 
self  acquainted  with  the  loveliness  of  the  Toy,  and  its  tri¬ 
butary  streams. 

If  he  follows  iny  advice,  he  will  convey  himself,  on 
foot,  should  he  really  wish  to  enjoy  his  tour,  to  the  com- 
fortJible  inn  at  Tyndrum,  which  I  would  recommend  as 
the  starting-post.  Here  he  may  watch  the  infant  Tay 
struggling  through  the  wild  and  romantic  solitudes  of 
Strathfillan,  and  coming  into  existence,  as  it  were,  under 
the  guardianship  of  the  saint,  whose  memory  is  still  pre¬ 
served  in  the  recesses  of  Breadalhane. 

Proceeding  eastward  from  Strathfillan,  the  traveller 
gradually  finds  himself  in  Glendochart.  In  the  upper 
part  of  this  glen,  there  is  much  variety  in  the  scenery  ; 
the  woods  of  Innerardoran,  Lochdochart,  with  its  island 
and  ruined  castle,  and  the  stupendous  masses  of  Benmore, 
by  which  the  valley  is  hounded  on  the  right,  combining 
to  produce  a  very  diversified  landscape.  The  loAver  part 
of  Glendochart  is  more  monotonous  in  its  character,  hut 
the  eye  is  at  length  relieved  by  the  striking,  yet  simple, 
grandeur  of  Macnab’s  bnrying-gronnd,  with  its  dark  grove 
of  pine-trees  standing  in  the  midst  of  the  foaming  tor¬ 
rent.  After  passing  the  bridge  of  Killin,  the  rude  hut 
sublime  scenery  of  Glendochart  is  filinost  instantly  ex¬ 
changed  for  one  of  the  most  lovely  landscai»es  which  cjin 
be  seen  in  Scotlan<l.  In  front  are  the  beautiful  grounds 
of  Kinnell,  and  beyond  them  Loch  Tay,  winding  to  the 
i  eastward,  round  the  base  of  the  lofty  Benlawers.  On 
the  right,  the  eye  is  arrested  by  gently-swelling  hanks, 
clothed  with  ricli  plfintations,  among  which,  and  looking 
to  the  lake,  is  the  delightful  resilience  of  Auchinore.  On 
the  left,  the  Lochay  slowly  winds  its  Avay  to  join  the 
lake  through  the  gorge  of  a  valley,  almost  uneqiialled  in 
beauty,  overhung  by  the  magnificent  woo<ls  which  crown 
the  heights  of  Fiiilarig,  with  the  frowning  ridge  of  Ben 
Cailliach  in  the  back-ground.  The  Lochay  is  the  first 
tributary  of  any  consequence  received  by  the  Tay  ;  and 
in  the  lower  j)art  of  its  course,  it  forms  a  remarkable  con¬ 
trast  to  the  fierce  impetuosity  whicli  characterises  the  de¬ 
scent  of  the  Dochart. 

Perhaps  it  is  owing  to  the  extreme  richness  and  variety 
of  the  scenery  at  the  west  end  of  liOcli  Tay,  that  the  mid¬ 
dle  part  of  this  fine  sheet  of  water  does  not  possess  such 
attractions  as  might  he  expected  ;  but,  as  if  to  compensate 
for  this  temporary  and  comparative  deficiency,  (for  it  is 
only  comparative,)  the  eastern  extremity  appears  to  vie 
with  the  west  in  beauty,  although  the  character  of  eiich 
is  essentially  dilferent ;  that  of  the  former  being,  per¬ 
haps,  more  artificial,  but  not  the  less  pleasing  on  that  ac¬ 
count,  while  that  of  the  latter  is  altogether  more  wild  anti 
natural. 

l*'ollo\ving  the  course  of  the  Jay  as  it  issues,  now  a 
noble  stream,  from  the  lake,  we  pass  the  princely 
grounds  of  Taymouth,  and  find  ourselves  in  the  finely 
wooded  valley  of  Strath  T  ay,  studded  on  every  side  with 
various  ancient  castles  and  modern  country  seats.  Here, 
on  the  right,  the  Lyon  joins  the  T  ay.  Glenlyon,  a  very 
long  and  naiTow  valley,  ruimiiig  from  the  most  westeru 
part  of  Breadalhane,  nearly  j>arallel  to  Glendochart  and 
Loch  Tay,  contains,  within  itself,  some  fine  specimens  of 
Highland  scenery;  and  the  banks  of  the  Lyon  at  Fortin- 
gal;  where  the  vale  widens,  previous  to  the  junction  of  the 
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Lyon  and  the  Tay,  may,  for  romantic  beauty,  challenge  a 
comparison  with  any  similar  scene  in  the  island.  Fur¬ 
ther  down  the  strath,  on  the  right,  the  Tay  receives  the 
waters  which  have  huiried  to  join  it  over  the  rocks  and 
among  “  the  hirks”  of  Aberfeldy.  At  length  we  reach 
Logierait,  at  the  junction  of  the  Tay  and  the  Tummel. 
The  situation  of  this  ancient  residence  of  the  Earls  of 
Atholl  is  magnificent  beyond  description — ^just  what  we 
should  expect  in  the  castle  of  a  Highland  baron  of  old, 
guarded  by  two  broad  and  rapid  rivers,  and  at  the  same 
time  watcliing,  with  jealous  care,  two  of  the  principal  en¬ 
trances  to  the  Highlands.  The  course  of  the  Tummel  is, 
comparatively  speaking,  so  little  known,  that  it  merits  a 
more  particular  description. 

The  traveller  who  has  journeyed  from  Dalmally  or 
Tyndrum  to  the  King’s-house,  on  his  way  to  Glencoe, 
will  recollect,  between  King’s-house  and  Inveroran,  a 
black,  dismal-looking  moor,  with  several  small  lakes  scat¬ 
tered  through  it,  stretching  far  to  the  east,  and  bounded 
on  the  south  and  north  by  lofty  mountains.  That  desolate 
moor  is  the  moor  of  Rannoch,  and  from  these  lakes  a  river 
proceeds,  to  lose  itself  at  last  in  Loch  Rannoch,  which 
receives  also,  near  the  saine  place,  the  waters  that  flow 
from  Loch  Ericht.  Loch  Rannoch  is  the  least  known, 
but  not  the  least  beautiful,  of  the  Perthshire  lakes; — the 
view  to  the  south,  when  travelling  along  the  northern 
bank  of  the  lake,  is  particularly  fine  ;  for,  besides  that 
the  southern  shores  are  clothed  with  a  great  variety  of 
beautiful  wood,  there  is  to  be  seen  on  the  rising  grounds 
behind,  the  remains  of  one  of  the  ancient  pine  forests  of 
Scotland,  while,  at  a  gi’eater  distance,  Schiehallion  rears 
liis  beautifully  conical  peak  to  complete  the  landscape. 

Issuing  from  Loch  liannoch,  at  the  village  of  Kinloch, 
the  river  proceeds  through  the  district  of  Runrannoch  to 
Loch  Tummel,  exhibiting,  in  its  course,  all  the  beauties 
which  are  usually  found  in  Highland  rivers.  Soon  after 
leaving  this  lake,  and  foaming  down  Strath  Tummel  in 
a  number  of  casciides,  it  is  joined  at  Faskally,  by  the 
united  waters  of  the  Garry  and  the  Tilt,  after  they  have 
escaped  from  the  romantic  Pass  of  Killiecrankie,  and  a 
little  further  down  it  meets  the  Tay  at  Logierait. 

From  this  latter  place  the  majestic  river  rolls  along, 
through  a  succession  of  splendid  landscapes,  to  Uunkeld, 
where  it  is  joined  by  the  Rrand.  The  scenery  here  is 
too  Avell  known  to  recjuire  description. 

It  will  be  sulTicient  to  mention  the  names  of  the  re¬ 
maining  rivers  which  join  the  Tay  before  it  reaches  the 
sea.  These  are,  on  the  left,  the  Isla  and  the  Ardle,  and, 
on  the  right,  the  Amoiul  and  the  Earn.  Were  I  to  at¬ 
tempt  to  describe  the  scenery  on  each  of  these  branches, 
it  would  savour  of  re]>etition,  as  all  Highland  straths  and 
glens  have  a  certain  resemblance  to  one  another,  although, 
doubtless,  each  has  its  own  peculiar  beauties.  I  shall, 
therefore,  content  myself  with  drawing  the  attention  of 
the  stranger  to  the  situation  of  Perth,  as  seen  from  the 
heights  to  the  southward  of  that  town.  When  gazing  on 
this  scene  of  matchless  beauty,  containing  all  the  various 
features  that  a  painter  could  desire,  from  the  rich  culti¬ 
vation  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  town,  to  the  blue 
Grampians  in  the  distance,  with  the  Scottish  Tiber  roll¬ 
ing  at  my  feet,  I  found  myself  involuntarily  spouting 
the  stirring  lines  which  I  have  placed  at  the  head  of  this 
paper  ;  and  I  would  now,  in  the  words  of  the  same  poet, 
ask  him  who  has  surveyed,  as  I  have  done,  the  beauties 
of  the  Tay  and  its  Tributaries,  commencing  with  the 
rugged  fastness  of  Breadalbane  and  the  desolate  bleak¬ 
ness  of  the  moor  of  Rannoch,  and  ending  with  Perth  and 
the  Cai’se  of  Gowrie, 

Where  shall  he  find  in  foreign  land*’ 

scenery  to  surpass  that  to  which  I  have  thus  feebly  at¬ 
tempted  to  introduce  him  ?  G. 

There  is  nothing  which  ])leases  us  more  than  to  meet 
with  a  fresh  |)oetical  mind.  There  is  a  poetical  mind  in 
I'orfar^  eLe  the  followijJg  veiises  could  never  Jmve  eiuana- 


ted  from  that  town.  Even  with  the  full  recollection  of 
Campbell’s  magnificent  address  to  the  Rainbow,  we  feai- 
not  to  present  our  readers  with  the  following  lines  by 
John  Nevay  on  the  same  subject.  They  came  to  us  with 
the  letter  which  we  subjoin  : 

Forfar,  March  17///,  183()^ 
Sir, — If  you  condescend  to  look  at  these  verses,  I  ,]p 
voutly  pray  the  Muses  that  it  may  be  in  that  merrv,  but 
sacred  hour,  when  the  tragi-comic  drama  of  ]>oe!H  and 
rhymesters  is  performed,  wherein  some,  for  their  intru¬ 
sion  “  behind  the  scenes,”  receive  a  mortal  drubbing 
whilst  others,  for  their  fair  and  honourable  wooing,  aiv 
wedded  each  to  the  Muse  he  loves,  by  the  power  of  your 
immortal  Sluters.  I  am,  sir,  your  very  humble  ser¬ 
vant,  J.  Nf.vav. 

TO  THE  RAINBOW. 

Ethereal  child  of  dark  and  bright. 

Clasping  the  heaven  as  in  delight. 

While  in  thy  soft  and  balmy  arms 
Glad  Nature  smiles  with  fresher  charms, 

And  man  and  beast,  and  tree  and  llower. 

Feast  on  thy  shining  and  thy  shower; 

Thou  coronal  of  summer’s  sky, 

What  art  thou  to  poetic  eye? — 

An  arch  tri-coloured,  rich  and  rare. 

Whence  hallow’d  saints  and  seraphs  fair, 

In  joyous  bands,  may  view  deliglited 
The  genial  earth  with  heaven  united  ; — 

The  grand  harp  of  the  Deity 
With  music  in  its  chords  for  me. 

Still  pouring  from  its  golden  strings 
An  anthem  to  the  King  of  kings  ; 

While  earth  sends  up  her  breath  of  balm 
To  mingle  with  the  holy  psalm  ; — 

The  matchless  banner-flag  of  Him 
Who  quell’d  the  rebel  seraphim. 

And  in  its  stream  of  glowing  hues. 

Inwoven  the  verse  of  the  holy  Muse; 

“  Love,  and  peace,  and  felicity, — 

Follow  ye  Christ,  and  these  will  be. 

When  sun  and  stars  have  pass’d  away. 

Your  portion  in  eternal  day.” 

Rainbow  !  thou  art  like  the  rapt  bard’s  tbouglit. 
Sublime  ’midst  the  light  and  cloud  of  his  lot, — 

The  radiant  Iris  that  spans  his  soul. 

In  a  heaven  of  fancy  from  pole  to  pide  ; 

A  thing  all  beauty,  and  softness,  and  tire. 

Where  hangs  in  glory  his  own  loved  lyre. 

W  e  are  inclined  to  think  that  the  living  poets  ot  the 
“west  countrie”  have  been  brought  into  notice  principally 
through  the  medium  of  the  Literary  Journal,  A  few  ot 
them  write  occasionally  elsewhere,  but  never  so  well  as 
when  they  write  for  us.  Their  efforts  seem  to  be  paia- 
lysed  unless  destined  to  come  into  contact  with  the 
nial  light  which  emanates  from  the  Editor  in  his  Mif- 
PERs.  From  the  many  compositions  which  have  rearhe*! 
us  of  late  from  the  western  shores,  we  proceed  to  select  a 
few  with  which  we  think  the  public  will  be  pleaded. 
We  have  already  introduced  Mr  William  IMayne  t(»  our 
readers.  We  think  the  following  one  of  bis  nnet 
cessful  efforts,  poetical  as  they  all  are  : 

THE  OVERWHELMED  ISLE. 

23 y  ^yilliam  Moyne. 

Oh,  how  the  fancy  loves  to  brood 
Upon  those  islands  of  the  sea, 

Where  nature  dwells  in  solitude. 

Amid  her  own  fair  imagery  ; 

Where  the  sweet  eai’th  for  ever  blooms 
Among  the  purest  of  perfumes  ; 

Where  the  rich  fruits  adorn  the  bough. 

And  bend  it  gracefully  below. 
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That  oil  the  soft  grass  they  may  lean, 

And  blend  their  crimson  with  its  green  ; 
Where  scarce  a  sound  is  ever  heard, 

Save  some  sweet  insect’s  hum  at  even, 

Or  the  soft  warble  of  a  bird. 

Or  the  most  tender  sighs  of  heaven  ; 

Where,  on  each  mild  and  blissful  scene, 

Tlie  tread  of  man  has  never  been, 

To  make  its  healthy  glow  depart. 

And  tix  foul  cankers  in  its  heart : 

Oh,  how  the  soul  would  swiftly  flee 
To  one  of  those  delightful  isles. 

And  leave  the  deadly  misery 
Which  round  man’s  dwelling  darkly  coils; 
Where  sorrow’s  wail,  so  wild  and  drear. 
Would  never  thrill  upon  the  ear  ; 

Where  we  would  never  know  again 
The  world’s  neglect — the  world’s  disdain. 

One  of  those  islands  was  my  own. 

Placed  in  a  mild  and  friendly  zone ; 

In  it  I  found  that  mellow  peace, 

And  joy,  and  sacred  fruitfulness. 

Which  I  had  thought  was  never  given 
To  Jiny  but  the  loved  of  Heaven. 

Nor  was  I  all  alone, — forsaken 
Of  those  dear  beings  who  awaken 
Those  fond  affections  in  the  soul, 

Which  bend  it  under  their  control. 

And  make  the  loveliest  places  lie 
More  dearly  beauteous  on  the  eye  ! 

For  from  the  far-off  shore  I  brought 
A  gentle  maid  of  kindred  thought. 

Who  was  content  to  tread  with  me 
Unto  the  world’s  extremity, 

In  search  of  some  secluded  spot, 

AVhere  peace  would  bless  our  earthly  lot. 

One  of  those  islands  was  our  own. 

And  there  we  nestled  all  alone ; 

Nor  was  the  world  so  far  away 
From  where  our  lovely  island  lay, 

Ihit  that  we  could  perceive,  when  on 
The  heaven  day’s  clearest  radiance  shone, 
Beyond  the  dark  and  potent  tide. 

Which  spread  around  ns  calm  and  wide, 

Its  outline  on  the  sky  defined. 

Soft  as  a  shadow  of  the  mind. 

And  often,  at  the  close  of  even, 

^V  hen  sleep’s  soft  shades  embraced  the  heaven. 
Would  we  forsake  our  cheerful  toil, 

And  fi  •om  some  fair  spot  of  our  isle 
Uook  with  a  long  and  ardent  view 
F  pon  its  dim  and  distant  hue. 

Until  we  had  forgot  that  hoar 
And  helpless  misery  roam’d  it  o’er. 

And  that  it  ever  drov'^e  us  forth 
As  sickly  creatures,  nothing  worth. 

Tin  'ec  children  grew  our  steps  around, 

As  fair  as  aught  which  blooms  below. 

Ami  from  their  guileless  hearts  we  found 
Still  sweeter  streams  of  gladness  How  : 

They  grew  around  their  mother's  breast, 

And  clung  there,  like  the  smiles  of  morn, 
^Vhich  on  the  rose’s  soft  leaves  rest, 

And  even  its  loveliness  adorn. 

How  oit  I  fancied  they  would  spring 
^ Neath  Nature’s  tender  cherishing, 

And  other  feelings  never  know, 
f  han  those  she  kindly  might  bestow  ; 

Ami  though  our  bosoms  were  their  source. 

Be  like  those  streams  so  calm  and  clear, 

Inch  first  begin  their  <|uict  course 
From  a  dmk  lake,  uublcs^  tuid  drear, 


Then,  after  journeying  a  time 
Along  a  fair  and  flowery  shore, 

Are  cleansed  of  that  dark  lake’s  slime. 

And  brightly  wander  evermore. 

Oh,  Ave  were  happy  !  full  of  bright 

And  ]>leasant  thoughts,  from  morn  till  night  ; 

We  seem’d  like  that  pure  family 

Which  God  first  planted  on  the  earth. 
Whose  days  as  sweetly  journey’d  by 

As  though  they  own’d  a  heavenly  birth. 

Alas  !  alas  !  who  could  hjivc  thought 

That  island’s  breast,  which  seem’d  so  fair, 
Was  with  the  earth-curse  dee[dy  fraught, 
I’liat  death  in  secret  rcvell’d  there? 

Wlio  could  have  thought,  Avho  saw  it  lie 
Upon  the  sea  so  ]>eacefully. 

Appearing,  through  the  calm  moonlight. 

Like  a  soft  slumliering  creature  Avhite, 

That  it  was  iloom’d  to  pass  away, 

As  from  a  lake  the  April  ray? 

’Twas  evening,  and  sleep’s  gentle  wing 
Was  o’er  us  softly  hovering ; 

But  ere  the  middle  of  the  night, 

Among  my  dreams  so  sweet  and  bright, 

There  came  a  hoarse  and  heavy  sound. 

As  if  the  sea  had  burst  its  hound. 

And  was  oii-ndling,  fierce  in  Avrath, 
Shattering  all  objects  from  its  path. 

I  started  up,  confused  and  Avild, 

And,  horror-smitten,  back  recoil’d  ; 

I  saw  our  dAVTlling’s  outAA'ard  AA'all 
A  moment  reel,  then  hn’AA'ard  fall. 

As  if  to  ope  a  fearful  path 
F'or  the  dark  messenger  of  deatli. 

1  saAv  no  more  ;  one  moment  o’er 

IMy  Avife  my  arm  Avas  fondly  thrown, — . 
The  next  1  heard  the  ocean’s  roar. 

And  its  drea<l  billoAVs  SAveeping  on. 

And  felt  the  AA'aters  round  me  chill, 

And  strangling  me  in  their  fierce  Avill, 

And  simrning  me  their  Avrafh  before, 
lake  him  Avho  spurns  a  AV'orthless  foe, 

And  groAvliiig  out  a  jocund  roar. 

As  up  1  bounded  from  their  Hoaa'. 

Yet,  in  that  black  tempestuous  sea. 

My  soul  AV.as  Avound  to  agony. 

At  thought  of  them,  the  loved,  the  fair, 

Noav  rudely  driA'en — I  kiiCAV  not  Avherc ! 

And  round  iny  arms  1  Avildly  flung 
The  heavy-sAvelling  AV’aAxvs  among, 

III  hope  they  might  be  strongly  bound 
AJy  Avife  or  helpless  children  round. 

But  there  Avcrc  none  save  I  amid 
Those  mighty  Avaters  Avihl  and  dread  ! 

1  dash’d  my  head  above  the  AvaA'es, 

Which  o’er  me  hung  like  moving  graven. 

And  look’ll  a  moment  through  the  night, 

To  Avhere  1  fancied  Avas  the  isle; 

But,  ah  !  its  fair  peculiar  light 
No  longer  shed  its  blessed  smile  ! 

Nothing  I  saAV,  around,  around. 

But  Avaves  in  everlasting  bound. 

I  knoAV  no  more,  for  frenzy  cast 

Its  friendly  darkness  o’er  my  iniinl. 

And  hid  the  billoAV  and  the  blast 
^I’he  ocean  hail  in  store  beliiinl. 

’d’AA'as  not  the  lashing  Avave  o’ercame 
'I'lie  ruling  spirit  of  my  frame. 

No,  ’tAvas  the  agonizing  thought 

Wliich  there,  even  there,  Avith  madness  smote 

That  those,  my  joy,  my  life,  my  light  ! 

Would  bloom  no  more  before  my  sight, 
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Which  made  my  wild  regardless  soul 
Back  from  my  heart's  embraces  roll. 

The  beams  of  the  succeeding  morn 
Upon  me  threw  their  calm  disdain, 

And  show’d  me  cast  a  thing  of  scorn 
Upon  the  world’s  cold  coast  again  ; 

The  ocean  safely  roll’d  above 
That  solitary  isle  of  love, 

And  hid  it  in  its  secret  breast 

"With  all  the  wealth  that  made  me  blest ! 

Oh  !  often  I  have  sail’d  alone 

O’er  where  that  isle  was  wont  to  be. 

Once  smiling  like  a  /lowery  throne, 

Where  peace  might  sit  find  rule  the  sea ; 

And  I  have  fancied  out  the  spot 
Where  rose  our  llower-encircled  cot, 

And  o’er  the  calm  wave  1  have  hung. 

And  look’d  the  waters  clear  among, 

In  hope  that  cot  I  might  behold. 

Deep,  deep  amid  the  ocean’s  fold. 

Alas!  it  was  a  fancy  fond. 

Which  sometimes  made  me  strangely  start, 

As  if  I  saw,  the  waves  beyond. 

The  wife  and  children  of  my  heart. 

Away!  the  ocean  wrai)t  them  deep 
Within  a  dark  unbreaking  sleep. 

Since  then  I’ve  wander’d  lone  and  long 
The  places  of  the  world  among, 

An  object  of  its  careless  scorn, 

A  thing  for  any  foot  to  spurn : 

The  hope  is  dead  within  my  breast. 

Which  made  me  seek  the  isle  of  rest ; 

And  if  it  still  existed  there, 

What  kindred  spirit,  young  and  fair, 

Would  cheer  me  with  her  friendly  smile, 

And  seek  with  me  that  happy  isle ! 

Glasgow, 

Mr  Thomas  Brydson  is  a  poet  full  of  soft  and  gentle 
feeling.  He  has  sent  us  the  following  lines  from  Oban, 
where  he  now  resides ; 

DU  NOLLY  CASTLE - BAY  01  OBAN, 


From  another  Glasgow  bard,  whose  sonnets  in  general 
find  acceptation  in  our  eyes,  we  have  been  favoured  with 
the  following  communication : 

Sir,— Slippers  have  long  been  appropriated  to  the  feet 
and  for  you  it  has  been  reserved,  to  show  of  how  great 
benefit  they  may  be  in  the  more  dignified  service  of  th » 
head.  In  your  Slippers,  you  have  found  room  for  both 
brains  and/ee^,— a  rhymester  and  a  punster  may  he  par 
doned  for  making  the  remark.  1  have  heard  thev  are 
all  sole;  and  no  one  can  doubt  there  is  the  princinle 
of  life  in  them  who  judges  from  the  last,  and  indeed 
from  all.  Perhaps,  when  you  next  resign  the  editorial 
pen  to  your  Slippers,  you  will  he  kind  enough  to  re¬ 
commend  the  prefixed  Sonnet  to  their  notice  and  indul¬ 
gence.  I  am,  sir,  &c.  Neil  Cross. 

Here  is  the  sonnet  alluded  to  : 

SONNET  TO  MV  NATIVE  STREAM. 
litj  Xeil  Cross, 

Strange  fancies  oftimes  take  the  poet’s  brain, 

Which  some,  whose  sympathies  are  less  refined, 

Deem  but  the  work  of  madness  in  his  mind. 

As  even  in  days  gone  past,  to-day  again 
I’ve  listen’d  to  thy  music,  gentle  stream  ! 

Until  mine  ear  hath  caught,  or,  in  a  dream. 

My  own  wild  fancy,  and  the  love  of  thee. 

And  this  dear  spot  together,  so  have  wrought 
On  my  young  heart,  that  what,  in  sooth,  can  be 
But  a  delusion,  is  made  real  to  me  ; 

And  I  have  innocently,  without  thought, 

Believed  my  finer  ear  distinctly  caught 
The  airs  of  those  sweet  songs  which  here,  in  joy, 

Oft  to  myself  I’ve  whistled  when  a  boy  ! 

T.  B.  J.”  is  another  Glasgow  poet ;  hut  he  has  written 
this  time  in  prose,  and  poets  often  write  very  sensibly  in 
prose.  W  e  are  not  quite  sure  that  we  agree  with  the 
opinions  contained  in  the  following  paper  ;  but  as  it  is 
fair  that  all  sides  of  a  question  should  he  stated,  and  as 
the  motto  on  our  title-page  shall  never  be  lost  sight  of  by 
us, — “  Here’s  freedom  to  him  that  Avould  write,” — we 
are  well  pleased  to  give  a  place  to  this  temperate  and  caii- 
I  did  communication  ; 


I3g  Thomas  Urgdsnn, 

’The  breezes  of  this  vernal  day 

Come  whispering  through  thine  t*mpty  hall, 

And  stir,  instead  of  tapestry, 

The  w'eed  upon  its  wall, — 

And  bring  from  out  the  murm’ring  sea. 

And  bring  from  out  the  vocal  wood, 

The  sound  of  Nature's  joy  to  thee, 

Mocking  thy  solitude. 

Yet,  proudly ’mid  the  tide  of  years 

Thou  lift’st  on  high  thine  airy  form,— 

Scene  of  primeval  hopes  and  fears ! 

Slow  yielding  to  the  storm. 

I  ’rom  thy  grey  portal,  oft  at  morn. 

The  ladies  and  the  squires  would  go  ; 

While  sw'ell’d  the  hunter’s  bugle -horn 
In  the  green  glen  below'. 

And  minstrel  liarp,  at  starry  night. 

Woke  the  high  strain  of  battle  here; 

AVhen  with  a  wild  and  stern  delight, 

The  w'arrior  stoop’d  to  hear. 

All  fled  for  ever  !  leaving  nought 
Save  lonely  w'alls  in  ruin  green. 

Which  dimly  lead  my  w'andering  thought 
To  moments  that  have  been. 

Oban, 


A  DEFENCE  OF  SACRED  POETRY. 


Poetry’s  highest  achievements  w’ere  made  long  ago  by 
the  inspired  writers.  They  breathed  and  burned  trom 
the  lips  of  Joh  and  of  the  Prophets,  and  wTi’e  hallowed 
by  the  lyre  of  David.  In  after  times,  they  w’ere  also  re¬ 
vealed  in  the  gloom  and  glory  of  the  apocalyptic  vision-^. 
From  the  admirable  adaptation  of  such  subjects  to  poetry, 
in  imitation  of  the  inspired  authors,  many  w'riters  ol  su¬ 
blime  genius  have  taken  their  plan,  and  characters,  and 
scenery,  from  Holy  Writ.  Against  such,  how'ever,  there 
has  been,  and  now  exists,  a  loud  outcry  ;  and  to  show  the 
injustice  of  the  censures  heaped  upon  w'riters  ol  sacred 


poetry,  is  the  object  (»f  the  following  remarks. 

It  is  alleged  by  wise  and  good  men,  that  works  ol  iiB''^* 
gination,  founded  upon  Scrijiture,  tend  to  hurt  the  iniinl 
of  the  reader  by  mingling  in  his  memory  Truth  with  lie- 
tioii.  To  this  objection  it  may  be  answered,  that  the 
poet  should  never  bring  forward  any  thing  contradictor) 
to  divine  truth, — his  embellishments  should  all 
w'ith,  and  flow  naturally  from,  those  passages  on  d  J 
his  plan  is  founded.  If,  however,  a  bold  lancy  ^hoii^ 
overcharge  the  history  with  im]n’obability,  such, 
very  nature,  must  be  easily  apparent,  and  have  no  po\ui 
hurt  the  cause  of  virtue.  Thus,  Milton’s  descripnon^^^ 

the  devil’s  manner  of  tempting  our  first  parents,  tdl 

not  precisely  according  to  the  text  ol 

should  assume  in  the  mind  of  any  the  place  ol  re>e  a  *  > 

is  not  calculated  to  produce  any  evil  tendency.  ^ 

Another  and  more  frequent  objection  to  poetrj 
upon  sacred  subjects  is,  that  it  is  sintul  and 
touch  upon,  or  attempt  to  embellish,  the  Vioid  o 
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To  this  wc  think  it  a  surticieiit  answer,  that  the  liisto- 
rical  portions  of  Holy  Writ  being  merely  a  sketch  work  of 
hat  took  place,  nothing  can  be  more  natural  than  for 
the  imagination  to  fill  it  up  ;  ami  this  can  be  easily  done, 
without  failing  to  keep  in  view,  at  the  same  time,  the 
rrand  outlines  of  the  picture.  The  poet  should,  however, 
be  verv  guarded  in  his  expression  and  invention.  lie 
should  imitate  the  Word,  as  he  would  copy  the  works,  of 
the  Author  of  all  things,  by  keeping  truth  ever  before 
him.  He  should  not  only  be  exceedingly  careful  of  going 
jmainst  what  is  written,  but  he  should  not  imagine  any 
thing  which  is  beneath  the  dignity  of  his  subject.  In 
touching  upon  themes  connected  with  the  vitals  of  Cliris- 
tianitv,  he  should  feel  as  if  treading  on  hallowed  ground, 
and  walk  in  the  footsteps  of  the  inspired  witers  with  the 
most  high  and  holy  reverence. 

Instead  of  being  prejudicial  to  the  interests  of  religion, 
we  believe  sacred  poetry,  on  the  contrary,  to  produce  the 
very  opposite  effect.  Being  arrayed  in  the  garb  of  Fancy, 
the  lessons  of  Kevelation  may  be,  and  are,  made  to  re¬ 
commend  themselves  to  the  hearts  of  the  heedless  and 
unthinking.  INIedicine  is  administered  to  perverse  child- 
ivn  bv  being  mingled  with  something  more  palatable ;  so, 
also,  maybe  administered  the  medicine  of  the  mind.  In 
hours,  too,  of  melancholy  musing,  and  even  upon  still  and 
solitary  Sabbaths,  have  not  the  best  men  and  Christians 
found  a  languor  steal  over  them  in  monotonously  poring 
upon  the  Bible  ?  In  such  seasons,  who  has  not  found  a 
pleasing  relief  in  turning  to  the  Paradise  Lost  of  Milton, 
— the  Messiah  of  Klopstock, — Gessner’s  Death  of  Abel, 
— Pollok’s  Course  of  Time, — or  John  Bunyan’s  Pilgrim’s 
Progress  ? 

No  rule  in  Aristotle’s  Art  of  Poetry  is  accounted  more 
excellent  than  that  in  which  he  states  that  a  fine  i)oem 
should  be  founded  iii>on  the  probable  and  the  marvellous. 

If  this  be  true,  tlie  subjects  of  Scripture  have  these  pecu¬ 
liar  requisites  ; — the  mind  having  faith  in  their  facts,  and 
wonder  at  their  miracles  and  events.  There  is  a  style  of 
poetry  which  maybe  called  the  intellectual, — it  describes 
men  and  manners,  the  power  and  the  pathos  <d’  the  feel¬ 
ings.  Tliere  is  another,  and  at  present  more  favoured 
style,  which  dwells  chiefly  among  the  simple  and  sublime 
beauties  of  nature.  But  the  highest  style  of  poetry’,  in 
our  opinion,  is  not  that  w’hich  discloses  pictures  of  real 
lite  or  of  nature.  Reality’  is  not  the  realm  in  which  the 
laiicy  loves  best  to  expatiate  ;  she  loves  to  wander  amid 
the  unmeasured  fields  of  possibility’ ;  to  create  beings  and 
landscapes  bcy’ond  the  sun  and  the  sphere  of  day  ; 

Above  the  stir  and  smoke  of  this  dim  sjmt 
Which  men  call  Earth.” 

It  is  the  duty  of  imaginative  writers  to  be  always  giving 
the  mind  a  view  of  something  brighter  and  better  than 
what  is  here ;  to  bring  forth  speculations  on  the  past  or 
the  future,  and,  by  their  sjiell,  to  etherealize  them  into  a 
dim  and  shadowy’  effect.  It  is  as  if  it  were  kindly  al¬ 
lowed  to  man,  when  driven  from  the  paradise  of  earth 
hy  the  sky-tempered  sword  of  the  Archangel,  to  awake,  by’  I 
the  power  of  his  fancy’,  a  mental  Eden  of  bliss  and  beauty. 

I  he  all-engrossing  interest  whicli  religious  subjects 
l^ave,  fits  them  admirably  for  the  attention  of  the  poet. 
Homer  seems  to  have  known  this  when  he  interwove  his 
nobly-invented  Iliad  with  the  mythology’ of  his  time.  If 
this  was  the  effect  in  the  heathen  writer,  how  mucli  more 
*Hust  it  be  so  with  the  more  lofty  revelations  of  Christi- 
^*^^ty’ !  It  has  been  saidjiy  the  judicious  Addison,  that  to 
^  great  in  its  subject  and  its  character  are  the  first  esseii- 
ti*ds  ot  a  fine  jmem.  Where  can  there  be  found  such 
^tore  ot  great  subject  and  character  as  in  the  writings  of 
^ripture? 

I  here  reigns  at  present  in  matters  poetical  a  perverted 
tor  subjects  from  ordinary  life,  for  simplicity  and 
ainiliarity  of  language,  which  has  degraded  the  art  of 
^try  in  many  of  its  most  genuine  admirers, 

it  is  hoped  that  the  juilk-aud-water  poetry  is  fas^ 


disap|»cariiig  ;  and  that  language,  and  ideas,  and  subjects 
of  loftier  character,  will  take  their  place.  IMoral  beau¬ 
ty  is  the  greatest  and  only  true  source  of  the  sublime. 
And  what  can  give  finer  scope  for  moving  the  deepest  feel¬ 
ings  than  when  the  poet  shall  treat  of  religious  hope  and 
fear,  the  mysterious  and  the  infinite,  death  and  im¬ 
mortality’,  the  greatness  of  Truth,  and  the  beauty’ of  Vir¬ 
tue  ?  Let  the  writer  of  Sacred  Poetry’,  then,  continue  with 
courage,  and  whatever  the  cant  of  criticism  may’  say,  let 
him  be  assured  be  will  meet  with  a  bearing  from  the 
religious  and  tasteful  public.  Let  him  take  the  advice 
of  the  blind  master  of  English  song,  and  seek  a  fitness 
for  bis  studies  by’  devout  pray  er  to  the  Eternal  Spi¬ 
rit  that  can  enrich  with  all  utterance  and  knowledge,  and 
send  out  his  seraphim  with  the  hallowed  fire  of  his  altar, 
to  touch  and  purify  the  lips  of  w’hom  he  pleases.” 
Glasgoic,  T.  B#  J. 

Returning  now  to  the  vicinity  of  Edinburgh,  the  sub¬ 
joined  poem,  which  we  think  fanciful  and  amusing,  has 
come  to  us  from  a  mysterious  place  neai*  Dalkeith  : 

A  SONG  or  WITCHES  HEARD  BY  A  BENIGHTED  TRAVELLER  IN 

A  HIGHLAND  GLEN. 

Huzza  for  our  Prince  ! — for  no  Prince  is  so  great, 

Ten  thousand  b<»bgoblins  his  mandates  aw’ait  ! 

They  dive  into  ocean,  they  mount  into  air. 

The  tail  of  the  comet  they’  seize  by  the  hair. 

>\n  earthquake’s  rommotion  they’  catch  by  the  mane, 
They  say’,  We  hav’c  raised  thee,  w’c'll  bind  thee  again  ; 

If  tempest  and  darkness  in  fury’  should  lour. 

At  a  word  they  command  forth  the  siin  by’  their  power. 

'rhey  ransack  every  cave  of  the  regions  below, 

Bring  joints  from  the  finger,  the  thumb,  and  the  toe  ; 

Or  ]dniige  ’neath  the  waters,  and  fearlessly’  go 
Wliei’e  mermaids  are  rinsing  their  garments  of  snow. 

If  any  one  Jiarm  them,  they'  swear  in  their  ire, 

Their  liodies  shall  waste  as  tlie  wax  in  the  fire  ; 
Tornadoes,  as  giants,  they  send  foi’th  to  battle, 

And  murrain  that  seizes  the  herds  and  the  cattle. 

No  row’an-tree  can  scare  them,  ’tis  popular  error — 

They  burst  through  tliecbarin,  and  they  strike  men  witli 
terror  ; 

Intohare,cat,  or  greyhound,  themselves  they  transform— - 
One  instant  a  mountain,  next  moment  a  worm. 

Some  dance  on  a  rope;  in  a  twinkling  they  whirl 
A  thousand  times  round  it,  like  freaks  of  a  squirrel ; 
Now  a  jackal,  a  lion,  an  ape,  a  baboon, 

Now  on  earth,  now  away  on  the  rim  of  the  moon. 

The  tombs  are  laid  open,  and,  lo  !  there  are  seen 
Ten  thousand  clay  mansions  where  spirits  have  lieeri ; 
The  bodies  stand  grinning  in  fearful  array, 

But  the  souls  have  lied  far  from  the  regions  of  day. 

It  is  done  !  it  is  done  !  let  us  up  through  the  air, 

Some  a  cat,  some  a  toad,  some  a  greyhound  or  hare  ; 

We  vault  with  abound  from  the  mountain’s  fur  summit, 
Wc  seize  on  a  inooiiheain,  we  dance  on  a  comet. 

Huzza  for  our  Prince  !  for  no  Ih’iiice  is  so  great, 

Ten  thousand  hobgoblins  his  mandates  await ! 

Six  Edinburgh  poets  remain  upon  our  list.  Come  thou 
first,  Mr  D.  MacAskill,  a  name  we  have  seen  before, 
though  we  have  never  seen  its  owner.  J'homas  Haynes 
Bay’lv’,  ]M)pular  as  he  is,  might  have  written  the  follow¬ 
ing  verses  with  credit  to  himself: 

LINES  TO  HER  WilO  BEST  CAN  CNDERSXAND  THEM. 

J]t/  D,  Mac  AnliilL 

They  tell  me  that  another’s  arm 

Hath  wreathed  that  waist  of  thine  ; 

Thit  from  thy  cheek  the  bliisli  was  chased 
By  other  lips  than  mine  » 
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They  whisper  those  ripe  rosy  lips 
Another’s  lip  hath  prest, — 

That  thou  hast  pour’d  thy  soul’s  first  love 
Upon  another’s  breast ! 

They  say  he  drew  thy  curls  aside, 

And  kiss’d  that  forehead  fair ; 

And  in  that  kiss,  that  eye  met  eye,— 

And  oh,  ivhat  love  was  there  ! 

Thine  eye  did  speiik  in  its  blue  pride 
What  words  to  paint  were  weak  ; 

And  the  curls  that  veil’d  thy  high  pale  brow, 

Fell  trembling  o’er  his  check  ! 

Hast  thou  forgot  that  summer  eve. 

When  skies  smiled  soft  around. 

And  balmy  breath  of  flowers  arose 
From  woods  and  blooming  ground  ? 

Hast  thou  forgot  my  whispering  love. 

My  soft  and  rapturous  kiss  ? 

Thou  didst  not  speak,  but,  girl,  thine  eye 
Told  all  it  told  to  his  ! 

You  swore  by  all  your  hopes  of  Heaven, 

You  plighted  me  your  vow. 

By  your  quenchless  love,  your  constancy, — 

Whei’c  are  these  tokens  now  ? 

False  maid  !  take  back  thy  faithless  love, 

’Tis  now  a  worthless  store  ; 

Thou  teachest  me  that  love  is  breath. 

And  I  shall  love  no  more. 

Come  thou  next,  Mr  Anonymous  there  is  good  stulf 
in  this  poem  of  thine  : 

THE  RUINED  ABBEY. 

The  sullen  owl,  and  man’s  profane  abuse. 

Now  mock  the  sacredness  of  former  use 
In  those  grey  aisles,  where  once  the  song  of  morn 
Swam  ’mid  the  air,  from  piety  upborne  ; 

Where  linger’d  oft  the  solemn  hymn  of  even, 

In  echoed  music,  ere  it  rose  to  heaven  ; 

Where  kings  and  vassals,  rank’s  distinction  gone. 

In  common  impotence  Iiave  knelt  before  one  throne. 

O’er  the  awed  soul  there  steals  an  anxious  dread, 
Conscious  it  moves  where  worshipp’d  once  the  dead  ; 
And,  from  the  majesty  of  all  around. 

It  feels  that  here  there  must  be  holy  ground  ; 

While  each  carved  chaplet,  crumbling  into  dust, 

Each  paneless  window,  and  each  ruin’d  bust. 

To  man  are  emblems  of  his  nature’s  doom. 

And  with  emphatic  silence  indicate  the  tomb. 

Though  hush’d  each  leaf  and  living  thing  around. 
Breathes  there  not  here  a  melancholy  sound  ? 

’Tis  a  suppress’d,  yet  all-pervading  sigh, 

As  if  these  columns,  as  they  point  on  high. 

In  the  sad  moonlight’s  solitary  gloom. 

Bemoan’d  the  desolation  they  entomb. 

Or  is  it  not  the  hum  of  ever-busy  Time, 

In  this  his  palace,  his  unchallenged  clime  ? 

Ay,  thou  remorseless  monarch  of  decay  ! 

Here  bathed  mankind  questions  not  thy  sway  ; 

Yet,  wherefore  strive  to  shorten  thine  own  span  ? 

Host  thou  not  know  thy  being  hangs  on  man  ? 

For,  lo  !  that  awful  hour  steals  on  apace. 

When  man — the  last  survivor  of  his  race — 

Shall,  with  thy  venom’d  blood,  thy  white  hair  lave, 
And  drag  thee  down  with  him  to  an  eternal  grave ! 

W.  H. 

The  author  of  the  following  stanzas  says,  in  his  accom¬ 
panying  letter, — “  Sometimes  I  think,  in  your  own 
words,  that  ‘  1  have  uever  done  what  1  can  do,’  and  I 


think  high  thoughts,  frame  high  resolves,  dream  bright 
dreams,  and  get  wonderfully  in  love  with  my  own  cat 
bilities,  till  the  world  comes  in  with  its  stem  realities 
and  licks  the  concate  out  of  me  entirely. Do  not 
afraid  ;  the  world  can  never  “  lick  the  conceit”  out  of 
true  poet.  By  the  Goddesses  !  he  is  a  match  for  a  dozen 
worlds : 

TO  ORVNTIIIA. 

Image  of  my  beloved  one,  why 
Art  thou  for  ever  in  my  sight. 

With  that  calm  thoughtful  forehead  high, 

Round  which  the  ringlets,  dark  as  night, 

Repose  in  many  a  glossy  tress 
Of  bright  luxurious  loveliness  ? 

It  is  thy  silver  voice  I  hear. 

Replying  softly  to  my  own. 

And  I  can  fancy  thou  art  near. 

And  only  thou  and  1  alone  ; 

And  words  of  love  are  breathed,  ala 5 ! 

That  never  can  between  us  pass. 

I  fold  thee  in  my  arms  once  more. 

Our  lips  with  murmur’d  rapture  meeting, 

And  feel,  as  I  have  felt  of  yore. 

Beside  my  own  thy  bosom  beating, 

And  round  me  tliy  young  arms  are  twined, 

As  death  had  ne’er  the  link  disjoin’d. 

That  full  bright  eye  of  deepest  blue 
Is  turn’d  upon  me,  and  its  glance 
Comes,  thrilling  all  my  spirit  through 
With  its  love-lightning  radiance ; 

Yet  chaste,  even  in  the  fondest  hour. 

As  dewdrop  on  the  lily  flower. 

My  own  adored  one  !  thou  and  I 
On  earth  again  can  never  meet ; 

And  yet,  methinks,  ’twere  sweet  to  die, 

With  faith  unchanging,  at  thy  feet. 

And,  breathing  out  my  soul  in  prayer. 

Arise  to  heaven  to  meet  thee  there !  W.  \V. 

The  three  following  pieces  require  no  particular  intro¬ 
duction.  They  are  by  dilferent  hands,  but  aie  all  poeti¬ 
cal  Jind  pretty  : 

TO  HER  1  LOVE. 

1  will  resolve  you  into  a  thousand  siinilies. 

As  Yon  Like  It. 

Lady !  the  love  with  which  I  worship  thee. 

Is  high  as  Lomond’s  double-mounted  peak ; 

Pure  as  the  waves  which  crest  the  ^Lgean  sea ; 

Deep  as  the  waters  of  the  silent  creek; — 

Swift  as  the  eager  lover’s  stolen  hours ; 

Smooth  as  a  river  flowing  to  the  sea  ; 

3Iild  as  the  sunbeam  after  April  shoAvers, — 

The  fond,  fond  love  with  Avhich  I  Avorship  thee  ! 

Lady  !  the  loA’e  Avith  Avhich  I  AA’orship  thee, 

Is  ferv’ent  as  the  Eastern  sun’s  high  heat ; 

Jealous  as  foreign  craft  upon  the  sea ; 

And  constant  as  the  Aug’lant  AA'ardcr’s  beat ; — 
('‘haste  as  the  moon  up  in  the  silent  lieaA'en  ; 

Bright  as  the  star  that  twinkles  o’er  the  lea  ; 

Soft  as  the  deAV’s  by  summer  breezes  driA’cn, — 

The  fond,  fond  love  Avith  Avhich  I  Avorship  thee ! 

STANZAS  TO  E— . 

I  knew  ’twould  be  thus  ! — ’midst  my  long  Ioa'c  for  th»*e, 
My  heart,  in  its  gladness,  felt  only  despair; 

Like  the  poor  bird  that  looks  on  some  bright  sunny  tree* 
And  sighs  from  its  cage— “  1  can  never  dAV'cll  theic  . 

Thou  art  false — thou  art  changed — and  thy  purity  i*ow 
Is  o’ercast  with  a  jiight-biijigiiig  cloud,  iaii*  deceit tii  • 
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J3iit  tlie  gloom  ill  tliy  breast,  and  the  shade  on  thy  brow, 
Will  deepen  and  linger  in  sadness  for  ever  ! 

Fare  thee  well !  fare  thee  well !  and  though  lovely  thou  art, 
There’s  a  time  close  at  hand — there’s  an  hour  hurrying 
on, 

When  none  but  dark  thoughts  will  arise  in  thy  heart. 
And  in  vain  shalt  thou  wish  for  the  days  that  are  gone. 

Away !  and  smile  on,  in  the  halls  of  the  gay. 

And  there  feign  a  gladness  thou  never  canst  feel ; — 
Smile  on,  and  be  happy — foolish  maiden,  away ! 

Dost  thou  fancy  these  pleasures  thy  pangs  will  conceal  ? 

Though  the  best  and  the  bravest  should  worship  before 
thee. 

And  fresh  vows  of  fondest  affection  be  spoken, 

Fveu  then — even  then,  the  sad  thought  will  come  o’er 
thee. 

Of  him  thou  didst  love — him  whose  heart  thou  has 
broken. 

STANZAS  TO  JULIA. 

All  things,  Julia,  here  below, 

Pilfer  from  each  other ; 

Every  wayward  bard,  you  know, 

Robs  his  laurell’d  brother. 

Lilies  sip  the  morning  dew, 

Zephyr  steals  the  rose’s  sigh, 

Pilfers  from  the  rainbow’s  hue 
The  little  gilded  b utter Hy  ! 

Echo  bids  the  glades  rejoice, 

Stealing  every  pilgrim  tone  ; 

Lovers  list  their  fair  one’s  voice. 

Till  they  make  each  note  their  own ; 

Poets  steal  their  magic  lore 

Erom  Grecian  Delphi’s  holy  shrine ; 
l^ii liters  rob  from  nature’s  store  ; — 

But  what  are  all  their  thefts  to  thine  ? 

Sure,  the  rosebud’s  beauteous  hue, 

To  deck  thy  fair  cheek,  you  did  sip— 

And  from  her  breath  of  fragrance,  too. 

You  stole  the  odours  of  your  lip  ; 

Thy  light  heart  from  the  skylark’s  wing, 

Erom  wave-relleeted  stars  thy  eyes. 

And  from  each  lovely  laughing  thing, 

A  thousand  nameless  witcheries.  2'. 

Enter  Peter,  ivith  Coffee. 

Tlu)u  hast  come  just  in  the  nick  of  time,  good  Peter. 
The  evening  is  calm  and  beautiful ;  we  shall  sit  here  by 
the  window,  sipping  cup  after  cup  of  thy  beverage,  for- 
{jettiiig  that  we  are  the  Editor  of  the  Literary  Journal, 
and  dreaming  of  those  who  are  far  away,  or  trying  to 
wreathe  out  of  the  past  a  garland  for  the  future.  Let 
ns  have  some  music.  *Sing  us,  sweet  sister,  ^  The  Bride- 
maid,”  from  Bayly’s  “  Songs  of  the  oMinstrcls.’*  We  are 
ni  a  mood  to  sympathize  with  the  feelings  of  that  gentle 
S'rl,  whose  heart  grew  desolate  when  she  saw  the  com- 
piinioii  of  her  childhood  leave  her  father’s  house  for  ever. 

open  R.  A.  Smith’s  “  Select  Melodies,”  and  pick  out 
that  Persian  air  we  love  so  well — “  The  Dancing  Girl’s 
hallowed  as  it  is  in  its  jdeasant  mournfulness  hy 
^nine  of  the  most  delightful  associations  of  our  by-gone 
hie.  With  music,  coffee,  sunset,  and  memory,  we  envy 
one  ; — we  are  ourselves  alone. 

[.Peter  bows  respectfully,  and  retires;  the  sound  of 
sweet  music  is  heard ;  and  the  last  cjoldcn  light  of 
evening  falls  upon  the  Editor  as  he  sdently  sips 
his  eojffee. 


THE  APOLOGY. 

IN  THREE  PARTS. 

By  Thomas  Aird,  Author  qf^^  Religious  Characteristics,^' 

ifc. 

Speak  of  me  as  I  am :  nothing  extenuate. 

Nor  set  down  aught  in  malice. — Othello. 

Part  III. 

About  an  hour  after  Dr  Bremner  had  finished  his 
narrative,  we  were  standing  together  looking  from  a  win¬ 
dow,  to  observe  the  complexion  of  the  night,  and  to  cal¬ 
culate  what  kind  of  a  sky  might  be  expected  on  the  mor¬ 
row  to  shine  on  my  departure.  A  high  struggling  wind 
was  abroad,  such  as  might  turn  the  boldest  eagle  back, — 
great  black  clouds  were  hearsing  the  moon  through  tlic 
sky  ;  hut  anon  she  came  forth  flashing  her  light  through 
white  gleaming  churchyards,  and  away  over  the  restless 
tops  of  woods,  and  up  the  far  hills.  Looking  down  the 
old  avenue  which  led  up  to  the  house,  I  caught,  during 
one  of  these  glimpses  through  the  trees,  a  view  of  some¬ 
thing  black  and  indistinct  coming  moving  onwards.  I 
pointed  it  out  to  Dr  Bremner,  and  we  watched  its  ap¬ 
proach  till  it  began  to  shape  itself,  distinctly  showing  a 
village  hoarse,  drawn  by  a  single  ass,  on  which  rode  a 
little  old  man,  and  attended  by  two  females.  Surprised 
and  horrified,  we  gazed  irresistibly  on  this  strange  jdic- 
nomenon  as  it  came  slowly  forward,  and  was  stayeil  l>r- 
neath  our  window;  hut  still  more  were  we  struck  when 
the  driver  alighted,  and,  with  the  assistance  of  the  two 
women,  proceeded  to  remove  something  from  the  inside 
of  the  vehicle,  which  we  instantly  saw  was  a  huinaii 
being  in  life,  but  apparently  faint  and  sick.  We  ivaitrd 
till  the  unhappy  figure  was  carried  forward  to  the  door, 
and  then  ran  down  stairs  to  see  what  this  uncommon  vi¬ 
sitation  might  mean.  The  person  thus  brought,  ivho 
was  a  woman,  was  so  faint  that  she  could  not  speak  ;  hut 
the  man  who  conducted  the  hearse  told  us  that  she  ivas  a 
stranger,  who  had  fallen  very  sick  at  a  village  about  three 
miles  distant ;  that  she  cried  so  much  to  sec  Dr  Hastings, 
or  Bremner,  saying  she  could  not  die  in  peace  till  she  had 
seen  him,  and  made  a  clean  confession  to  him,  that  the 
good  folk  of  the  village  were  fain  to  yoke  the  very  hearse, 
and  with  an  ass  too,  because  every  cart  and  horse  <d’  thi; 
village  ivere  away  for  lime  for  the  new  house  of’^a  gen¬ 
tleman  lately  arrived  from  the  West  Indies.  After  the 
unhappy  woman  had  revived  a  little,  from  some  cordials 
w’hich  AV'ere  administered  to  her,  she  asked  for  Dr  Brem¬ 
ner,  and  beckoned  him  to  draw  near. 

“  WTdl,  my  good  woman,  here  I  am,”  said  my  friend, 
stooi>ing  to  listen  to  her  communic.ations. 

Send  cjuickly,”  said  she,  in  a  low,  but  t*aruest  tone, 
“  for  an  old  woman  of  the  name  of  IMrs  Bonniiigton  :  You 
must  be  brought  together  :  She  lives  in  a  cottage  three 
miles  hence,  at  the  foot  of  Eildon  hills.” 

“  Why,  I  can  inform  you,”  answ'ered  Bremner,  “  that 
she  is  in  this  very  house  at  present.” 

“  You  know  it  all,  then  !”  cried  the  woman,  with  a 
sort  of  shriek,  and  almost  starting  up.  “  Have  mercy 
on  me,  Arthur  Bonniiigton  !  It  was  I,  indeed,  that  stole 
you  away  when  a  child ;  hut  you  have  found  your  true 
mother,  IMrs  Bonniiigton  !” 

The  face  of  iny  frieinl  at  this  grew  ghastly  white;  ho 
turned  round  in  silence  to  me  with  a  look  of  fearl’ul  <h*- 
precation  ;  then  pointing  wdth  his  fore  linger  to  the  wo¬ 
man,  who  lay  covering  her  face  with  her  hamis,  he  said 
to  me,  after  a  long  pause,  ‘‘  Did  you  hear  that,  (’alvert  ?” 

“  Hold,  good  w'oman  !”  said  1,  willing  to  believe  the 
whole  an  error,  “there  must  be  some  mistake  here.  You 
are  in  Dr  Bremner’s  house;  and  this  is  Dr  Bremner.” 

Through  her  first  show  of  fear  and  repentance  broke  a 
fierce  malignant  woman,  and  I  hail  this  answer  returned 
me  “  So,  sir,  you  are  a  wise  one,  and  would  challenge 
my  pretensions  to  speak  in  this  tine  house  of  theirs ;  but, 
perhaps,  with  all  your  wisdom,  sir,  you  know  not,  as  I 
know;  that  thei'e  19  a  large  mole  on  hi»  left  shoulder  therci 
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vvliicii  lie  flic  pledge  that  I  have  had  it  in  my  power  to’ 
vex  tliern  all  ;  and  that  it  was  I  myself  who  gjive  him 
,that  very  name  of  Bremner,  which  you  seem  to  rate  so' 
highly.”  Here  Bremner  took  me  forcibly  by  the  coat, 
and  pulled  me  with  him  into  another  apartment,  where, 
by  the  light  of  the  moon,  he  proceeded  to  bare  his  shoul¬ 
der.  “  I.ook,”  ^aid  he,  with  a  ghastly  smile,  as  he  showed 
me  indeed  a  large  mole  upon  it;  “  what  do  you  think  of 
that  imw  ?’* 

“  I  know  not,”  I  exclaimed,  either  what  to  think  or 
say.  ” 

“  So,”  said  he,  after  a  horrid  pause,  during  wliicli  he 
glared  upon  me  for  my  answ’er. — “  So,  my  name  is  Bon- 
nington,  after  all.  Say — why  can’t  you  say  it  is  a 

most  glorious  name? — certainly  a  good  dct'il  longer  than 
ilastings  or  Bremner  !  And,  for  my  new  crest,  O  !  be-' 
youd  all  question,  I  am  entitled  to  wear  the  bloody  dag-: 
ger  in  a  dexter.  Who  can  deny  me  that, — or,  at  least,  a 
knife,  if  the  dagger  be  not  appropriate?  I  have  done  ex-  j 
cellent  good  service  in  my  day,  with  the  knife,  it  seemrs 
—My  own  sister  !  my  own  brother,  too  !”  Here  he  fell 
into  some  low  muttering  calculations,  from  which  at 
length  recovering,  he  pushed  me  violently  out  ol  the. 
apartment,  saying,  “  Calvert,  you  must  leave  me  for  a 
while  to  my  penance.” 

Immediately  I  went  to  the  servants  wdio  were  tending 
the  unha]>py  au^dior  of  all  this  mischief,  and  strictly  en¬ 
joined  them  to  keep  the  circumstances  of  the  evening 
secret  from  Mrs  Bonnington,  whose  very  weak  state  of 
heidth  made  it  dangerous  for  her  to  hear  theu^  Return¬ 
ing  to  the  door  of  the  apartment  in  which  i  had  left  Dr 
Bremner,  (now  Bonnington,)  I  listened;  b«t  all  was 
quiet  withiiJ,  save  that  1  heard  his  loud  and  measured 
breathing,  as  of  a  victim  dressed  and  laid  out  bound, 
numbering  the  hours  till  the  appointed  sacrifice;  when, 
being  unwilling  to  break  in  upon  him,  I  retired  to  an-  j 
other  room^  and  threw  myself  down  upon  a  bed.  About 
daybreak  1  wfis  startled  by  a  shrill  outcry  froii  Mrs  Bon- 
nington’s  room,  which  made  me  haste  to  see  what  was 
the  matter;  and  on  entering  her  room,  there  1  beheld 
that  woman,  the  evil  genius  of  this  family,  who,  in  her 
malignant  wish  to  triumph  over  a  former  rival,  (I  write 
fnmi  after  knowledge, )  had  crawled  from  her  own  sick 
pallet,  to  fasten  upon  Mrs  Bonnington’s  ear,  and  instil 
into  her  heart,  the  poisonous  tale  of  her  fratricidal  son. 

“  Come  to  me  quickly,  Mr  Calvert,”  cried  the  unhappy 
mother.  “  Oh  !  they  have  broken  my  heart ;  for  they  have 
bid  me  go  and  see- the  man  that  murdered  Harry  Bon¬ 
nington,  and  claim  him  for  my  son.  But  1  will  g4» — I 
will  go:  and  1  -must  bid  him  be  at  peace;  for,  oh!  he 
cannot  be  well.  But  I’ll  not  believe  it :  my  heart  cannot. 
Away,  fast,  Mr  Calvert,  and  bid  him  come  to  me  in 
jieace,  and  we  shall  say  nothing  about  that  matter.  Where 
is  he  ?  where  is  he  ?  He  is  not  so  kind  as  my  Harry, 
else  he  would  come  fast  to  me;  but  he  cannot  be  well. 
()  take  away  that  vile  woman,  and  bring  Arthur  to  me 
before  I  die !” 

In  my  indignation,  I  turned  to  drive  the  hag,  like  a 
wild  beast,  out  of  the  room  ;  but,  conscious  of  her  ma¬ 
lignity,  she  hatl  quitted  her  post,  at  which,  as  I  entered, 

I  saw  her  holding  back  the  curtain,  leaning  over  the  pil¬ 
low,  and,  more  hideous  than  a  nightmare,  brooding  over 
Mrs  Boiinington’s  repose  ;  she  was  now  retreating  out  of 
the  apartment.  1  then  hasted  into  the  next  room  to 
;  seek  Dr  Arthur  Bonnington,  and  found  him,  dimly  seen 
in  the  blear  dawn,  sitting  on  a  chair,  his  shoulder  still 
uncovered,  his  look  and  attitude  the  very  siime  as  when, 
some  hours  before,  1  left  him  there.  1  advanced,  and 
told  him  that  his  mother  already  knew  he  was  her  son, 
and  that  she  wished  to  see  him  instantly.  He  sat  for 
several  minutes  gazing  on  me  intensely,  yet  without  seem¬ 
ing  to  apprehend  the  pur|>ort  of  my  coinmunicatioD,  when  ; 
his  mother,  hastily  attired,  entered,  and,  exclaiming  with  j 
a  shriek,  “  1  know  it  all,  my  son !”  threw  herself  ujM)n 
his  neck.  Wildly  she  then  begau  to  look  for  the  miu  k 


of  recognition  on  his  shoulder,  whilst  he  sat  perlectlv 
passive  ;  and  when  it  was  found,  she  laid  her  head  duw 
on  his  shoulder  for  a  moment,  then  hudu'd  iiarrowlv 
upon  his  face,  and  then  passionately  kissed  his  cheek  many 
a  time,  crying  out,  “  There’s  no  blood  here — it’s  all  a  lie 
till,  her  strength  being  exhausted,  she  fainted  away.  \t 
this  her  unhap]>y  son  was  roused  from  his  apathy  and 
lifting  her  up  in  his  arms  with  desperate  ener-y,  he  (>;u  ’ 
ried  her  to  hci*  own  chamber,  where  sin*  socm  reeover.  d 
from  her  swoon.  But  the  fit  was  succeeded  by  a  sort  of 
nervous  delirium,  which,  as  it  continued,  accompanied 
with  fever,  tbreatened  erelong  to  reduce  her  to  the  grave 
With  attention  unremitting,  with  intense  anxiety  did 
her  son  now  watch  her,  feeling  her  pulse  from  time  to 
time,  and  looking  incessantly  at  his  watch. 

“  1  Inipe,”  he  said,  turning  to  me,  “  this  will  not  last 
long,  both  for  her  own  gentle  sake,  and  because  I  wi>h 
her  to  be  calm  and  clear,  that  she  may  answer  me  some 
cpiestions  relative  to  that  child,  Emily  Bonningtem.  My 
own  sister  !  my  preserver  !  by  day  and  night !  But  these 
same  heavens  above  our  heads  are  very  wondrous  in  their 
ordinations,  so  to  bring  us  together  !  Hark  ye,  Calvert; 
so  soon  as  that  most  excellent  old  Avomau  is  a  little  better, 
I  shall  leave  her  to  your  care,  till  I  go  to  I.omlon  and 
meet  Wardroj».  I  have  some  excellent  brief  Avords  to  say 
to  bim  about  that  sister  of  mine,  lie  is  there,  I  know  : 
and,  by  the  eternal  Hea\’ens  of  .Justice!  I  shall  mov 

apple  AA’ith  him.  Be  he  in  prosperity,  I  shall  bur>t  into 
his  rooms  !  Be  he  in  the  Avild  chattering  madhouse — for, 
set  it  down  in  your  tablets,  there  is  not  a  man,  however 
j  high  and  haughty,  but  may  be  traced  into  mean  situations 
and  followed  unto  humble  thoughts — through  every  in- 
I  teiwal  in  his  malady,  through  the  joints  and  chinks  <d’ 
the  black  and  blasted  harness  that  invests  his  soul  from 
moral  respoiisibility,  shall  I  yet  find  a  AA’ay  to  sting  his 
sjfirit  !  O  !  I  shall  sift  the  tumultuous  rcA'elations  of 
the  madman  for  every  grain  of  truth  relative  to  that 
Emilv  !  I  trust  I  shall  tind  him  at  least  a  mighty  and 
ehxjuent  Adllaiu  !  Would  to  lleaA'en  he  AA^ere  beantiful 
and  persuasiA'e  as  a  demigod,  so  might  I  belieA  e  (uir  Emily 
was  not  a  light  and  a  giddy  maiden,  to  be  destroyed  by  a 
common  deluder  !” 

I  tried  to  remonstrate  Avith  him  against  this  ]>rojK»sed 
journey  to  Tmudon,  arguing  that  it  could  only  heai>  Iresli 
calamities  on  his  head. 

“  And  pray,  sir,  AA’hat  am  1  ?”  A\\as  his  answer;  ‘‘er 
what  is  mvlife,  that  1  should  nurture  uiA’self  delicately  .'' 
Now,  speak  not  to  me,  sir,  unless  you  can  bring  lur  be¬ 
fore  me  in  life,  that  I  may  bid  her  AA'cep  no  more,  nei’ 
think  of  her  dishonour  any  more.  My  beautiful  ]n‘eser- 

ver  !  And  I  to  be - Well,  Avell,  Avould  we  could  wa>h 

.these  hands !” 

“  It  is  at  least  better,”  I  returned,  wishing  to  j)ropose 
a  mitigation  of  the  case,  “  that  she  has  died  before  know¬ 
ing  the  full  extent  of  the  evil.”  . 

“  But  you  cannot  tell  me,”  he  said,  “  AvhvA'oung  IIan> 
Bonnington  is  lying  in  his  hlood,  killed  by  hisown  brotber . 
Surely,  sim;ly  there  is  no  good  reason  for  that  ?  I 
came  the  Md  boy,  like  a  young  dragon,  t4)  fight  against  lu' 
sister’s  destroyer  !  I  Avas  there,  too,  to  guard  ouc  Ennl} 
from  dishonour;  and  yet  I  slew  her  best  friend  !  No^^• 

.before  the  just  IleaA^ens,  show  me  the  moral  ot  that . 
(jod  knows,  I  would  give  a  round  entire  Av  orld  loi  ^ 
life  and  love  of  that  bright-haired  boy!  Dh ! 
but  knoAVU  who  I  w  as,  and  for  what  I  was  there  !  ^  ^  » 

well,  they  must  sleep  on  !”  . 

jVIrs  Bonnington  recovered  so  much,  that  sheAAa>a’^ 
to  tell  hei*  son  many  things  regarding  his  sister 
and  his  ill-starred  brother  ;  and  this  she  <li«l  voluut.m 
to  the  great  satisfaction  of  Dr  Bonnington,  Avdio,  ^ 

anxious  to  gain  such  information,  AV’as  yet  niiwilhn^ 
aftlict  his  sick  mother,  by  (luestions  on  so  sorrow  hd 
ject.  Ciraduallv  again  she  grew  worse  ;  and  m»" 
hour  of  her  dissolution  began  to  draw  ingn.  i*  rht- 
sate  by  her  bedside,  watching  the  laiut  smile  that  ‘iJ 


f 


'■y  ' 


WEEKLY  REGISTER  OF  CRITICISM  AND  BELLES  LETTRES. 


561 


eiied  over  lier  pallid  features,  as  she  lay  intensely  gazing* 
1)011  him.  He  laid  his  fingers  softly  upon  her  brow,' 
and  pat  aside  a  lock  of  her  hair  ;  whilst  half  up  was  raised 
her  head,  as  if  to  meet  and  acknowledge  this  sacred  touch 
of  filial  love. 

Mv  own  mother  !  my  true  mother !”  said  he,  in  a 
loiv  mournful  tone,  ‘‘  are  you  going  to  leave  me  so  soon  ?” 

With  a  convulsive  shudder  she  turned  her  eyes  from 
him  •  hut  in  a  moment  again  her  face  was  towards  him, 
and,  starting  up,  she  threw  herself  upon  his  neck,  crying 
ont  “  Come  near  tome,  my  first-born  one! — And  let 
them  all  go — my  long-lost  hoy  !  And  tell  your  mother 
how  it  has  fared  with  you  in  the  hard  world  !  Here  am 

j  you _ Oh  I”  Her  voice  failed,  her  eyelid  twinkled, 

and  in  another  minute  her  heart,  with  all  its  love,  was 
tinned  to  clay. 

In  the  interval,  betwixt  3Irs  llonnington's  death  and 
funeral,  I  set  myself  to  <tnestion  the  woman  who  was  the 
original  cause  of  all  this  evil,  and  who  w.as  now  so  well 
that  she  could  stand  examination,  without  the  charge  of 
inhumanity  being  brought  against  me.  It  is  impossible 
to  sav  distinctly  in  what  mood  of  mind  she  was,  in  re-* 
ference  to  her  evil  doings  against  this  family,  unless  we 
can  suppose  a  strong  spirit  of  malignant  triumph,  com¬ 
patible  with  a  mixture  of  penitent  remorse,  for  the  means 
used  to  gratify  such  a  spirit.  The  burden  of  her  con¬ 
fession  w’as  as  follows  ; — In  her  early  life,  she  was  court¬ 
ed  and  seduced,  under  promise  of  marriage,  by  Dr  llon- 
niiiirtou’s  father,  who  cast  her  off,  and  married  another. 
This  set  her  upon  thoughts  of  vengeance,  .and,  as  the  most 
effectual  way  of  embittering  the  life  of  her  who  h.ad  su¬ 
perseded  her  in  his  affections,  she  stole  away  her  first-born 
son.  In  her  deep  purpose  of  revenge,  she  had  concerted 
her  measures  coolly,  and  had  taken  provisions  to  .a  remote 
cave  in  a  wood,  wdiither  she  fled  with  the  child,  .and 
there  abode  for  m.any  weeks,  without  once  leaving  it,  till 
the  heat  of  search  and  purstiit  was  over.  She  then  made 
her  way  to  Glasgow,  where,  some  months  afterwards,  .as 
she  was  begging  with  the  child  by  the  river  siile,  he  w.as 
seen  and  coveted  by  3Irs  Hastings,  who  had  no  children 
of  her  own.  To  this  lady  she  willingly  disposed  of  young 
ilonnington,  under  the  name  of  Edward  Bremner,  de¬ 
claring,  of  course,  at  the  same  time,  that  he  was  her  own 
son.  The  conditions  of  this  surrender  were,  thalf  he 
should  t.ake  the  n.ame  of  Hastings,  that  she  should  he 
.allowed  to  visit  him  at  Mountcoin  once  every  year,  hut 
that  she  w.as  never  to  claim  relationship  wath  him,  or  men¬ 
tion  his  real  name.  After  giving  np  the  child,  she  h.ad 
lived  in  Glasgow,  without  once  le.avifig  it,  till  lately, 
when,  believing  her  health  irrecover.ably  gone,  she  began 
to  feel  the  terrors  of  conscience,  and  set  out  to  seek  Airs 
honnington,  that  she  might  restore  her  to  her  long-lost 
child,  if  mother  and  son  were  yet  alive.  She  w'.as  the 
more  confirmed  in  her  purpose,  when,  on  making  empii- 
cies  in  the  neighbourhood  of  the  pl.ace  where  Airs  Bon- 
oington  formerly  lived,  she  learned  how  her  fortunes  had 
waned  after  the  death  of  her  husband,  and  by  whut  an 
unhappy  fate  she  had  lost  her  children. 

Sucli  was  the  purport  of  the  explanations  given  me  by 
this  wretched  woman,  who,  while  she  professed  penU 
teiice,  could  not  altogether  forbear  expressions'of  triumph 
over  her  rival  in  early  love  ;  and  whose  last  haste  to  bring 
mother  and  son  together  was,  if  chiefly  to  make  repara¬ 
tion  to  3Irs  Bonnington,  yet  not  without  a  wish  at  the 
'*‘'ime  time,  as  I  Avas  led  to  calculate  from  the  circumstance 
of  her  midnight  visit  to  Airs  Bonnington’s  bedside,  mor- 
f‘dly  to  stab  tli.at  mother’s  pe.ace,  by  showing  her  son  to 

a  fratricide.  I  could  not  refnain  from  giving  vent  to 
^uy  indignation  against  her. — “  But  look  at  me  now,” 

said,  interrupting  me  ;  “  a  homeless  wretch — every 
'^fty  degr.aded  ;  ainl  what  was  I  once  ?  In  hope,  in  sta¬ 
tion  of  life,  in  beauty,  in  innocence,  equal  to  my  rival.  I 
lad  jiarents,  and  brothers,  and  sisters,  who  loved  me  ; 
ut  they  cast  me  off,  when  I  was  betrayed  to  shame  and 
.  Do  you  wouder,  then,  that  1  sought  the  satisfac¬ 


tion  of  vengeance  ?  Ha  !  and  have  I  not  obtained  it  ? 
Answer  me  there !” 

Without  attempting  to  palliate  the  guilty  raslme>s  of 
my  friend,  Dr  Arthur  Bonnington,  or  the  malignant  ven¬ 
geance  of  her  who  stole  him  away  iii  boyhood,  it  must 
yet  be  acknowledged,  that  the  first  ciiuseof  all  this  ill  lay 
in  the  cruel  folly  of  his  father,  who  s]K)ilt  this  woman’s 
young  heart,  and  prejwred  it  for  its  vindictive  purpose, 
which,  besides  the  intermediate  sufferings  it  entailed  on 
his  innocent  family,  succeeded  ultimately  in  cutting  off  his 
lineal  name  from  the  earth.  Thus  it  is,  that  the  great  Tri¬ 
bunal  of  .lustice  above  “  of  our  pleasant  vices  makes  whips 
to  scourge  us.”  Thus  it  is,  that  a  man’s  sins  .are  visited 
upon  the  “third  and  fourth  general  ions”  of  his  (Icscendants. 

I  may  here  remark,  that  Dr  Bonnington  caused  this 
wretched  woman  to  he  attended  in  his  own  house  with 
the  utmost  care,  not  sparing  to  procure  for  her  the  best 
medic.al  skill  which  the  neighbouring  town  could  give 
that  ere  long  she  completely  recovered  ; — and  that  he  dis¬ 
missed  her  with  a  very  consider.ablc  sum  of  nioni'v,  en¬ 
joining  her  strictly,  however,  to  quit  that  part  of  the 
country,  and  never  presume  Jigain  to  appear  in  his  sight. 

On  the  third  day  after  Airs  Bonnington's  funeral,  I 
prepared  to  Ic.ave  Alonntcoin. 

“  So,”  said  Dr  Bonnington,  “  you  arc  g<dng  from  me 
too.  I  am  like  a  man  left  alone  in  a  theatre  when  tin* 
bustle  is  over,  the  music  and  the  company  gone,  and  the 
lights  burning  low.  Calvert,  I  am  now  literally  left 
alone;  and  darkness,  I  suppose,  in  this  sorrowful  house  of 
mine,  must  be  the  hurier  of  the  dead  !  Aly  mother  has  toM 
me,  too,  that  Wardrop  himself  is  off  this  mortal  stage,  so 
I  have  missed  some  little  work  which  might  have  kept 
me  for  a  while  from  the  fe.arfnl  thoughts  that  must  now 
hunt  me.  I  am  very  glad,  however,  that  the  poor  deai* 
child  Emily  believed  herself  in  reality  his  wife,  even 
though  the  marriage  was  a  sh.am  trick  on  his  part.  AIa<l- 
fiess  itself  I  think  shall  not  deprive  me  of  th.nt  satisl’ac- 
tioii.  Vet  oh  !  my  beautiful  and  sorely-hurt  sister  !  my 
Emily  Bonnington  !  my  young-hearted  preserver!  She 
has  left  me  for  ever  !  and  my  mother  has  left  her  first¬ 
born  !  and  that  hoy  Harry  Bonnington,  the  most  in- 
nocdit,  and  most  s.idly  wronged  of  iis  all  !  ()  that  I 

had  known  him  as  my  brother  hut  for  one  year!  And 
(»od  be  my  judge,  would  I  not  fold  my  arms  and  liir 
down  in  the  dust  of  death  for  him,  if  .again  he  might  be 
let  lip  in  his  shining  youth  to  the  sweet  sunlight  of  thi> 
world  !  Day  and  night,  day  and  night,  shall  I  cry  upon 
him,  hilt  he  will  never  come  to  me  at  .all !  C.alvert,  Calverf, 
yon  have  approached  too  near  me ;  no  one  ])rospers  or 
lives  th.at  h.as  been  with  me  hiit  a  day  ;  1  am  accursed  of 
Goil  ;  you  have  touched  the  plague,  and  cannot  live!” 

Ahunt  five  months  after  his  mother’s  de.ath,  I  visitod  Dr 
Bonnington  again  at  Alonntcoin.  “  I  shall  he  with  yon 
anon,  Calvert,”  was  his  first  salutation  to  me  as  I  eiitiu'od 
the  room  where  he  was  sitting.  “  One  moment  now — 
sii})pose  you  are  my  brother  Harry — well,  where’s  tlie 
knife? — Give  me  leave  and  gr.ace  now,  and  don’t  inter¬ 
rupt  me  for  a  little  while,  John  C’alvert.  1  shall  soon 
see  it  all.— Or  suppose  I  had  not  met  Phnily  that  night 
on  the  street.” — And  on  he  thus  went,  arranging  ;ind 
confusing,  and  again  arranging  circumstances,  by  \vbii!h 
he  might  have  been  prevented  from  slaying  his  brother  ; 
that  fearful  and  never-ending  process,  which  by  day  and 
in  the  night- watc^hes  keeps  a  man  feverish  .'iiid  irritahh*, 
till  whirling  madness  o’erinaster  his  dried  brain,  whiidi 
to  the  outcast  spirits  must  be  the  very  worst  ino«le  of  hell. 

1  shall  proceed  no  farther  w^ith  iny  unhappy  record, 
but  merely  state  that  Dr  Bonnington  died  within  a  year 
from  the  time  when  I  first  met  him. 

And  now  why  have  1  entered  upon  this  defence  ?  Wfiy 
have  I  opened  the  sacred  cabinet  of  private  irieiidship, 
and  given  the  story  of  his  life  to  the  public  ?  Assuredly 
I  have  not  done  it  to  make  up  a  tale  for 

“  Knitters  in  the  sun, 

And  the  free  maids  that  weave  the  thread  with  bones.” 
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I  have  lipard  it  foully  hinted  that  my  late  friend,  as 
a  jealous  rival,  slew  his  own  brother,  &c.  &c.  And 
surely  1  have  done  right  in  thus  publicly  stating  the  main 
circumstances  of  his  life,  that  his  memory  may  never 
henceforth  he  cast  out  to  the  shameless  dogs  of  Calumny 
and  Disrespect.  Yea,  so  thoroughly  convinced  am  I 
that  he  was  a  man  of  a  lofty  and  tender  heart,  and  so 
profoundly  do  1  love  his  memorj^,  that,  were  it  the  only 
way  of  leaving  not  one  individual  in  this  world  doubttul 
of  his  character,  nothing  less  would  satisfy  me  than  to 
send  forth  this  Apology  on  leaves  as  numerous  and  as 
fn*ely  scattered  as  the  leaves  of  Autumn  that  bedim  the 
winds  of  the  wilderness. 

Now  I  solemnly  swear,  that  I  have  set  forth  the 
jiarticnlars  of  Dr  Arthur  Bonnington’s  life,  partly 
as  1  witnessed  them  myself,  and  partly  as  he  com¬ 
municated  them  to  me,  to  the  best  of  my  recollec¬ 
tion. — So  help  me  God  ! 

John  Calvert. 


METROPOLITAN  THEATRICALS. 

Londoyiy  Mondai/,  2ijlh  Aprils  1830. 

]\riRAryJLE  dicLu  !  both  our  Patent  Theatres  are  now 
flourishing  ;  Covent  Garden  positively,  and  Drury  Lane 
comjiaratively  ;  since  it  is  no  less  singular,  perhaps,  than 
true,  that  the  latter  concern  has  done  much  better  since 
the  abtlication,  or  dethronement,  whichever  be  the  more 
correct  phrase,  of  Mister  Manager  Price.  At  the  rival 
house,  Rophino  Lacy’s  adaptation  of  Rossini’s  “  Cencren- 
has  been  a  complete  hit ;  and  from  the  prima  donna, 
J^ady  William  Lennox,  downwards,  does  all  parties  con¬ 
cerned  very  great  credit.  The  scenery  and  decorations 
are,  in  every  respect,  well  worthy  of  the  music ;  and  the 
singing  and  acting  no  whit  behind  either.  To  meet  and 
neutralize  this  attractive  novelty,  Drury  Lane  has  an 
Anglicised  version  of  Rossini’s  ‘‘  GuiUaume  Tell,"'  by 
Planche  and  Bishop,  which  is  announced  for  Saturday 
next,  under  the  title  of  Hqfer,  the  Tell  of  the  Tyrol  f' 
for  which  a  deserved  and  lasting  popularity  is  most  con¬ 
fidently  ju’edicted.  Miss  Stephens’s  return  here  has  proved 
her  as  great  a  1‘avourite,  though  not  so  good  a  singer,  as 
ever  she  was  ;  and  the  only  other  circumstance  worthy 
notice  at  this  Theatre,  has  been  the  very  unseemly  squab¬ 
bling  of  IMadame  Vestris  and  Mr  Jonathan  Rose  Ander¬ 
son,  (he  new  vocalist,  who,  on  Tuesday  last,  seemed  in¬ 
clined  to  make  the  audience  their  bottleholders,  by  acting 
over  their  broutllerie  close  to  the  footlights.  Who  is  right, 
ov  who  is  wrong,  is  a  question  of  such  entire  indifference, 
as  not  to  interest  any  body ;  but  as  the  affair  is  to  undergo 
legal  investigation,  it  must  be  all  public  enough  very 
s]ieedily.  So  far  as  oratory  was  concerned,  madame  had 
by  far  the  best  of  it,  as  she  has  also  had  in  the  letter-wri¬ 
ting  department  since;  but  Mr  Wallack,  as  stage-mana¬ 
ger,  certainly  showed  neither  taste  nor  judgment,  in  suf¬ 
fering  them  to  appear  together  at  all,  under  existing  cir¬ 
cumstances,  Avhen  such  a  disgraceful  result  might  have 
been  so  easily  foreseen. 

I  turn,  however,  to  a  far  more  pleasant  subject,  by 
noticing  that  one  of  the  most  attractive  dramatic  exhibi- 
tioiis  of  the  season  will  commence  this  evening,  in  IMa- 
thewss  eleventh  single-handetl  display  of  his  inimitable 
imitations;  and  though  the  Adelphi  curtain  will  rise 
only  as  the  mail  leaves  London  with  this  packet,  yet, 
having  been  present  at  his  dressed  rehearsal  to  a  few  pri¬ 
vate  friends  on  Saturday  evening  last,  I  am  thus  enabled 
to  anticipate  every  other  criticism,  by  a  slight  sketch  of 
liis  new  perf(»rmance.  It  is,  as  usual,  in  three  parts,  most 
a]»propriately  entitled,  “  Mathews's  Comic  Annual  for 
iK'iO,  with  humorous  cuts,  and  other  embellishments  and, 
taken  as  a  wlnde,  is  fully  equal,  if  not  superior,  to  all  its 
]>redecessors.  Where  all  is  good,  it  is  extremely  difficult 
to  make  any  bclectiou  which  can  be  fairly  termed  the 


best,  though  both  the  anecdotes  of  Monsieur  17/^//  //^^ 
all  the  adventures  of  JJispepys, — Mr  Sadjolly  and  *f^ 
mily, — and  the  Kingston  negro  ball  in  the  West  Indict 
will  doubtless  be  the  most  attractive  sketches  ;  and  of’thp 
songs,  the  Zoological  Gardens,  the  Corheutter's  Festival 
and  the  Irish  Berrin,  will,  par  excellence,  become  ih,! 
most  jiopiilar.  The  third  part  is,  scion  la  regie,  a  nwne 
polylogue,  called  “  The  Lone  House,"  which  is  six  mile" 
from  a  butcher’s,  six  and  a  half  from  a  baker’s,  seven  IVouj 
a  public  house,  seven  and  a  half  from  a  doctor’s,  eight 
from  the  post  oflice,  and  nine  from  church!  In  f|,j 
piece  my  talented  friend  performs  seven  ditrerent  charar 
ters,  with  a  fidelity  and  excellence  which  those  who  know 
him  may  conceive,  but  which  those  Avho  do  not,  nevn* 
can  ;  amongst  wdiich  are  the  once  celebrated  liiglnvay. 
men,  Jeremiah  Abbershaw  and  Jack  Shephard ;  the  lat¬ 
ter  of  whom  is  a  most  amusing  vagabond.  The  whole 
entertainment,  Avhich  lasts  about  three  hours  and  a  half 
is  from  the  i>en  of  R.  B.  Peake,  who  has  written  se¬ 
veral  of  the  preceding  ;  and  until  the  English  Opera  sea¬ 
son  commences  in  the  same  Theatre,  early  in  July  next 
I  unhesitatingly  predict  for  it  crowded  audiences,  and  the 
most  tumultuous  applause. 


LITERARY  AND  SCIENTIFIC  SOCIETIES  OF 
EDINBURGH. 

SOCIETY  OF  ANTIQUARIES. 

Monday,  April  *^6. 

Dr  Carson  in  the  Chair. 

Rev.  Dr  Blair;  Drs  Ilibbert  and  Monnietl; 

John  Anderson,  John  Sim,  D.  Laing,  T.  G.  Krpj*, 

Alexander  Macdonald,  D.  Gregory,  Esquires,  &c.  ike. 

After  the  announcement  of  a  donation,  by  Mr  Mouhray. 
W.  S.  F.S.  A.  Scot.,  of  a  copy  of  the  Genealogical  Memoirs 
of  the  Royal  Family  of  France,  Dr  Blair  proceeded  to  read 
“  a  Letter  intended  for  the  Earl  of  Elgin  and  Kincardine, 
President  of  the  Soidety,  with  an  account  of  the  abuse  and 
ruin  of  the  Scottish  Hospitals  in  France,  given  by  the 
bishops  and  clergy  of  that  realm  in  General  Council  assem¬ 
bled  at  Meaux,  a.d.  8:25,  in  the  reign  of  Charles  the  hold ; 
Avith  many  particulars  regarding  these  and  otlier  ancient 
hospitals  founded  by  Charlemagne  and  his  successors.” — No 
remarks  Avere  made  by  any  of  the  gentlemen  present  u|M»n 
this  very  learned  paper,  probably  because  the  subject  was 
new  to  the  members.  It  is  certainly  not  a  littleremai  •kable 
to  find,  as  appears  from  the  laborious  researches  of  the  re¬ 
verend  author,  that  at  a  time  Avheii  it  is  usually  supposed 
our  ancestors  Avere  a  nation  of  barbarians,  the  holy  men 
of  Scotland  should  have  endoAved  Hospitals  in  France,  b'r 
the  comfort  and  support  of  the  Aveary  pilgrims  of  their  lui- 
tion. 


ORIGINAL  POETRY. 


TO  ONE  I  LOVE. 

By  Henry  G.  Bell. 

Flowers  make  me  think  ol’  thee  ; — 
Thou  hast  a  deep  and  gentle  love  ibr  fiowers. 
Those  golden  children  of  the  summer  smi  ; 
Their  beauty  and  their  innocence  a}q»cai 
With  a  soft  magic  to  thy  happy  heart. 

And  in  their  dew’y  fragrance  there  doth  dwell 
A  spirit  like  thine  oavii,  unseen  and  pure. 

For  ever  yielding  to  the  perfumed  air 
A  richness  like  tlie  breathings  of  fond  love, 
When,  as  a  tlower,  the  proud  high  soul  ot  man 
Is  laint  beneath  the  fulness  of  its  joy  ; — 

Flowers  make  me  think  of  thee  I 

Streams  make  me  think  of  thee  ; — • 
Whether  they  glide  midst  mossy  banks  away 
la  sweet  low  lauimurings  to  the  distant  main, 
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Or  with  a  prattling  merriment  dance  on 
III  mazy  ivindings  o’er  the  pebbled  strand. 

Heaven  bless  the  streams !  They  are  like  sunny  days 
In  lil'e’s  long  winter.  Not  a  tone  have  they 
That  speaks  not  to  my  heart,  and  there  awakes 
An  answering  echo  of  remember’d  joy  ! 

And  with  remember’d  joy  is  ever  link’d 
Thy  queenly  form,  thy  light  elastic  tread, 

Tliv  voice,  that  like  the  Avimpling  crystal  falls 
In  silvery  clearness  on  affection’s  ear ; — 

Streams  make  me  think  of  thee  ! 


Hills  make  me  think  of  thee ; — 

The  lights  and  shadows  that  alternate  blend, 
Until  the  eye  rests  dazzled  in  the  blaze 
Of  purple  splendour  flooding  the  high  peak, 
Illumine  all  my  soul,  so  that  it  grows 
A  temple,  dearest,  not  unworthy  thee  ! 

Hills  are  Creation’s  gift  to  our  oivn  land,— 
The  peerless  feature  of  its  scenery  ! 

If  love  of  nature  and  of  country  be 
Humanity’s  prerogative,  how  can  I  feel 
Their  value  as  I  ought,  unless  there  rush 
Into  my  heart  thf  image  blent  ivith  theirs  ?— 
Hills  make  me  think  of  thee  ! 


Stars  make  me  think  of  thee 
Beneath  the  silence  of  their  holy  beam 
The  bosom  hath  its  own  thoughts  to  itself, — 
Thoughts  Avhich  through  all  the  day  unheeded  slept. 
Lost  midst  the  cares  and  false  lights  of  the  world  ; 
But  in  the  hush  of  evening  they  return, 

Like  Sabbath  music  to  a  sacred  shrine, 

And  in  their  presence  there  is  deep  delight,— 

Uevotion,  and  revival  of  old  hopes 

That  long  lay  crush’d,  and  recollections  bright, 

And  feelings  to  be  cherish’d,  but  not  told  : 

Small  is  that  sister  band  of  starry  thoughts, 

But  one  is  in  itself  a  galaxy, — 

Stars  make  me  think  of  thee  / 


When  think  I  not  of  thee  ? — 

Nor  flowers,  nor  streams,  nor  hills,  nor  stars  alone, 
Recall  thee  to  a  heart,  in  which  thou  liv’st 
As  perfume  in  the  flower,  light  in  the  stream, 
Beauty  in  hills,  and  God  himself  in  stars  ! 

I  take  thee  Avith  me  Avheresoe’er  I  go. 

And  in  my  spirit’s  Avildest  flights  tliy  form, 

As  in  a  morning  dream,  shines  by  my  side  ! 

At  home,  abroad,  alone,  or  in  a  crowd, 

Wlien  think  I  not  of  thee  ? 


SONG— THOU  ART  LONELY,  MY  HEART. 

f ROC  art  lonely,  my  heart,  as  the  lonely  star 
That  shines  on  the  brow  of  the  deepening  cA^en, 

And  sheds  her  pale  light  from  her  throne  afar, 

Lre  her  sisters  come  forth  in  full  glory  in  lieaA^en  ! 

!  many  are  round  thee,  yet  none  may  tell 
Ilow  mournful  the  thoughts  in  thy  deptlis  that  be  ; 
liile  all  have  found  kindred  ami  friends  to  love, 
lliere  are  none,  O  my  heart  !  Avhu  can  feel  Avith  thee  ! 

Thou  art  lonely,  my  heart,  as  the  lonely  tree 
lliat  stands  on  the  dreary  and  sunless  plain  ; 
ithout  one  bird  on  its  leafless  boughs, 
lo  AA'aken  the  morn  Avith  its  blithesome  strain. 

I  have  wander’d  long,  I  have  pined  for  a  soul 
Bike  mine  in  youth’s  summer  as  AA’’arm  and  fi*ee  ; 

^Rt,  alas  !  Avhile  all  liav'c  found  something  to  loA'e, 

Ihere  are  none,  O  my  heart !  avIio  can  feel  with  thee  ! 

fluui  art  lonely,  my  heart,  as  the  lonely  Avreck 

ocean  Avdde, 

ith  its  canvass  shatter’ll,  its  tall  masts  stroAVii 
ruin  around  on  thtj  heaving  tide ! 


Yet  less  dreary  the  fate  of  that  evening  star. 

That  tree  on  the  Avild,  and  that  bark  at  sea, 

Than  to  roam  o’er  the  earth,  unloved  and  alone, 

With  none,  O  my  heart !  who  can  feel  Avith  thee ! 

Gkrtrudf. 


LITERARY  CHIT-CHAT  AND  VARIETIES. 


We  iinderstind  that  Mr  Pitcairn  is  preparing  for  publication  a  li¬ 
mited  impression  of  an  Historical  and  Genealogical  Account  of  the 
principal  families  of  the  name  of  Kennedy,  from  a  MS.  in  the  Advo¬ 
cates’  Library,  written  before  IGIO,  with  Notes  and  Illustrations, 
Mr  Pitcairn’s  object  in  printing  tliesc  Memoirs,  is  to  illustrate  the 
Auchindrane  Trial,  which  will  be  given  in  Part  VI.  of  his  collection 
of  Criminal  Records.  The  narratives  interspersed  with  this  trial, 
afford  the  fullest  account  of  the  deadly  feuds  which  gave  rise  to  a  sc¬ 
ries  of  bloodshed  and  violence,  of  which  Sir  Walter  Scott  has  afforded 
but  a  faint  outline  in  his  Preface  to  the  drama  of  Auchindrane* 
There  are  few  things  more  extraordinary  in  tlie  Scottish  annals  than 
this  Family  History,  disclosing,  as  it  does,  a  stale  of  society  in  Car- 
rick,  of  wliich  few  persons  had  any  previous  knowledge  or  idea.  Li¬ 
terally,  every  man’s  hand  was  **  against  his  brother.”  The  houses 
of  Cassillis,  Bargany,  and  Colzean,  having  separate  interests,  and 
each  struggling  for  the  mastery,  were  involved  in  perpetual  broils. 
The  story  of  Auchindrane,  interesting  and  unique  as  it  certainly  is, 
was  a  mere  interlude  in  the  general  melee.  'The  mere  genealogical 
portion  of  Mr  Pitcairn’s  forthcoming  volume  will  form  but  a  small 
part  of  the  l)ook,  which  might  with  more  propriety  be  termed  a  His¬ 
tory  of  Carrick,  during  the  periml  embraced. 

The  Life  of  Alexander  iMexander,  written  by  liimself,  and  edilcd 
by  John  Howell,  author  of  **  Journal  of  a  Soldier,”  “  Life  of  John 
Nicol,”  <&c.  is  in  the  press.  I'liis  singular  piece  of  aulohiograpliy 
exhibits,  most  minutely  and  faithfully,  the  real  adventures  of  Alex¬ 
ander  Alexander,  the  disowned  son  of  a  gentleman  in  the  West  of 
Scotland.  It  commences  with  infancy,  traverses  tliree  (piarters  of 
the  globe,  and  comprehends  a  period  of  nearly  fifty  years  of  the  life 
of  a  man  who  has  been  placed  in  many  trying  situations,  as  a  soldier, 
an  overseer  in  the  West  Indies,  and  an  ofliecr  in  the  Patriot  armies 
of  South  America. 

Parochial  Law;  Embracing  the  Law  of  Scotland  on  the  following 
subjects Churches— Church  Officers — Cliureh-yards— Parish  Dues 
—Manses  and  Glebes — The  Poor — Sacraments,  Necessaries  for  the 
Administration  of— and  Scliools,  by  Alexander  Dunloj),  Esij.  Advo¬ 
cate,  is  announced. 

The  Practical  Planter;  containing  Directions  for  the  Planting  of 
Waste  Lands,  and  Management  of  Wood,  by  'rbomas  CrnicUsh.ink, 
Forester  at  Careston,  will  shortly  be  published. 

The  Greek  Grammar  of  Dr  Frederick  'J'luerseli,  translated  fioin 
the  German,  with  brief  Remarks,  by  Professor  Sandford,  is  in  the 
press. 

Attempts  in  Verse,  by  John  Jones,  an  old  servant ;  w  itii  some  ne- 
count  of  the  Writer;  and  an  Introductory  Flssay  on  (he  Lives  and 
Works  of  uneducated  Poets,  .by  Robert  Southey,  LL.D.,  is  prepa¬ 
ring  for  publication. 

The  Progress  of  Society,  a  W'ork  by  the  late  Dr  Robert  Hamilton. 
Professor  of  Mathematics  in  the  Marischal  (’ollegc  aiul  Cniversity  of 
Aberdeen,  is  about  to  appear.  Dr  Hamilton  was  engaged  for  many 
years  in  writing  this  work,  and  continued  to  revise  and  improve  it 
until  within  a  few  days  of  his  death. 

Miss  Anna  Maria  Porter’s  new  work,  which  may  ho  expected  in  a 
few  days,  is  entitled  the  Barony,  a  Romance. 

Mr  Charles  Heath,  proprietor  of  the  Keepsake,  is  preparing  a  fet 
of  plates  similar  to  those  which  appear  in  his  annual,  to  be  entitled 
Heath's  Historical  Illustrations  to  the  Waverley  Novels.  .Six  plates, 
illustrative  of  Guy  Mannering,  will  bo  rc.ady  this  month. 

A  new  edition  of  Dr  Ure’s  Dictionary  of  Chemistry,  nearly  re¬ 
written,  is  in  the  press. 

The  Denounced,  by  the  author  of  the  O’Hara  Talcs,  consisting  of 
two  stories,  entitled  the  Last  Baron  of  Cranagh,  and  the  Conformists, 
will  speedily  appear. 

The  English  at  Home,  by  the  author  of  tbcEnglLli  in  Italy,  is  an¬ 
nounced. 

The  Antliology,  an  annual  Reward  Book  for  Midsummer  and 
Christmas  1850,  consisting  of  .Selections,  Are.  by  the  Rev.  J.  D. 
Parry,  M.A.  will  be  ready  in  a  few  weeks. 

Miss  Inverarity’s  Co.ncert.— Miss  Invcraiity  was  perhaps  a 
little  too  ambitious  in  fixing  on  the  Assembly  Rr^oms  for  her  conceit 
which  took  place  last  Monday  evening.  1  he  Rooms  were  not  much 
more  than  one  half  filled,  and  the  music,  consequently,  went  olfmore 
flatly  than  it  would  otherwise  have  done.  Miss  Inverarity,  however, 
aequ^ted  herself  exceedingly  well,  and  slic  was  ably  supported  by 
several  of  lier  professional  brothers  and  sister.i. 

Chit-Chat  fro.m  Lo.sdo.v.— Hummel  has  arrived  in  Lon  ion, 
and  was  to  give  a  concert  last  'Lbursday.  His  great  power  consists  in 
the  beauty  and  variety  of  his  extemporaneous  performances.  He  is 
now  about  fifty  years  of  age. — A  very  general  feeling  at  present  pre- 
I  vaih  that  a  reduction  on  the  duty  of  newspapers  and  advertisemerJ . 
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should  take  place  immediately.  Various  meetings  have  been  held 
by  different  public  bodies  to  bring  the  matter^  in  a  proper  point  of 
view,  under  the  attention  of  Government— Alraack *8  opened  for  the 
season  a  few  days  ago,  and  the  attendance  was  numerous.— Joseph 
Hume  has  been  elected  one  of  the  Vice-presidents  of  the  Society  of 
Arts. — There  is  at  present  exhibiting  in  London  a  curious  and  inte¬ 
resting  specimen  of  Hindoo  sculpture,  consisting  of  a  figure  as  large 
as  life,  representing  a  doorjee,  or  lady’s  tailor,  seated  at  his  work. 
It  is  a  clay  model,  and  evinces  considerable  mechanical  skill,  and 
some  taste.— The  Exhibition  at  Somerset  House  will  this  year  be  a 
very  crowded  one.  It  is  said  there  is  not  room  to  hang  half  the  pic¬ 
tures  that  have  been  sent  in. — The  Universal  Library,  announced  by 
Messrs  Colburn  and  Bentley,  is  a  new  work  of  the  Constable’s  Mis¬ 
cellany  species,  which  is  to  be  edited  by  Mr  Gleig.  It  will,  of  course, 
interfere  a  good  deal  with  Murray’s  Family  Library,  but  the  profits 
of  that  work  are  so  great,  that  there  may  possibly  be  room  for  both, 
—Messrs  Whittaker  and  Co.  arc  to  publish  a  French  Annual  for 
18."1,  the  letter-press  of  which  is  to  be  supplied  by  the  most  eminent 
French  authors,  but  the  plates  will  be  all  engraved  in  this  country. 
Theatrical  Gossip, — Madame  Malibran  is  to  appear  this  evening  at 
the  King’s  Theatre,  for  the  first  time  this  season. — Lalande  does  not 
seem  to  have  made  a  great  hit.  The  London  critics  speak  of  her 
with  cautious  admiration.  Her  voice  is  a  high  soprano ; — she  is  not 
very  young,  but  still  in  the  full  meridian  of  her  vocal  powers.— Mr 
Charles  Kemble  took  for  his  benefit  on  W^ednesday  last,  the  tragedy 
of  “  Isabella,  or  the  Fatal  Marriage,”  to  give  his  daughter  an  op¬ 
portunity  of  personating  the  heroine.— It  is  stated  that  the  clear  pro¬ 
fits  of  the  season  at  Covent-Garden,  up  to  the  present  time,  have 
been  L.l.‘5,0()0. — A  Miss  Hosac,  who  is  said  to  excel  in  both  tragedy 
and  comedy,  has  arrived  in  London  from  America.— It  is  reported 
that  Elliston  is  about  to  publish  his  life. — The  Shakspearian  Festi¬ 
val  is  now  going  on  with  great  eclat  at  Stratford-on-Avon.  Gor¬ 
geous  processions,  concerts,  public  breakfasts,  banquets,  and  fire¬ 
works,  are  to  constitute  the  Jubilee.  The  eating  and  drinking  de¬ 
partment  is  under  the  superintendence  of  Charles  Wright.^ — There 
appears  to  be  a  good  theatrical  company  at  present  at  Birmingham. 
Among  others,  there  are  Miss  Foote,  Mrs  Humby,  Miss  F.  H.  Kelly, 
Vandenhoff,  and  a  Mr  Pemberton,  whom  we  have  heard  favourably 
spoken  of.  The  company  will  proceed  to  Liverpool  shortly. — W’hen 
Mathews  was  last  in  Manchester,  he  introduced  himself  to  the  au¬ 
dience  in  these  words:  **  Mr  Pitt  Mr  Mathews — Mr  Mathews,  Mr 
PfL”  This  was  thought  an  excellent  joke. — Liston  terminated  a  suc¬ 
cessful  engagement  with  Seymour  in  Glasgow  last  Saturday  evening, 
and  has  now  returned  to  London. — Miss  Jarman  terminated  a  success¬ 
ful  engagement  with  Alexander  in  Glasgow  on  Monday  last,  in  the 
course  of  w’hich  she  appeared  four  times  in  the  drama  of  Aloyse.” 
Her  benefit  was  very  crowdedly  attended.  She  is  now  in  Belfast. — 
Miss  Fanny  Ayton  is  at  present  in  Glasgow.— We  understand  that  the 
tlispute  between  Alexander  and  Seymour  concerning  the  patent  is 
likely  soon  to  be  brought  to  a  conclusion,  and  that  the  former  mana¬ 
ger  will  obtain  it. — A  new  drama,  called  The  Brigand,”  was  pro¬ 
duced  here  on  Wednesday  evening.  It  had  been  previously  per 
formed  at  the  Caledonian,  and  we  regret  to  say,  that  it  was  better 
j»erformcd  there  than  at  the  Theatre-Royal.— T.  P.  Cooke  takes  his 
benefit  this  evening.  Next  week  the  Theatre  will  be  closed  on 
account  of  the  sacrament;  but  will  re-open  on  Tuesday,  .the  11th, 
with  Miss  Isabella  Patou  and  Wilson,  who  has  been  re-engagecL  Mr 
Murray  has  gone  to  London  to  arrange  concerning  various  matters 
connected  with  his  establishment. — Powerful  reasons »  we  under¬ 
stand,  have  prevented  Mr  Bass’s  appcarance.at  the  Caledonian  for  a 
week  or  two. 


Weekly  List  of  Performances. 

April  24—30. 

.^AT.  Black' C) fed  Susan,  f)-  \ehon, 

Mon.  Do.,  4  The  Pilot, 

Tubs.  The  Red  Rover,  4  Black-eyed  Susan, 

W’kd.  The  Urif^and,  4  Nelson, 

Thurs.  Do.,  4  Black-eyed  Susan, 

Fbj.  Presumption,  4  T//c  Red  Rover, 


TO  OUR  CORRESPONDENTS. 


Wk  are  obliged  to  postpone  several  notices  of  Interesting  new 
works  till  next  week. 

The  paper  “  On  Puppies”  will  be  of  use  to  us. — We  are  afraid  that 
none  of  the  communications  of  **  R.”  of  Migvie  will  exactly  suit  us, 
—The  hint  of  “  A  W’ ell-wisher”  shall  be  attended  to. 

The  Lines  entitled  “  The  Meteor  Star”  will  not  suit  us.— Tears” 
by  “  Alpha,”  perhaps. 


I  We  b^  to  remind  our  Advertising  Friends,  In  order  to  avoid  dis¬ 

appointment,  that  Advertisements  intended  for  the  ensuing  Saturday 
[  cannot  be  received  later  than  Thursday  eTeningi  as  the  Journal  al- 

I  ways  goes  to  press  early  on  Friday. 

I 
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ADVERTISEMENTS, 

i  Connected  with  Literature,  Science,  and  (he  Arts, 


WORKS  ON  GARDENING, 

Published  by  WHITTAKER,  TREACHER,  and  Co.,  Avc-Ma.;. 

Lane,  London;  and  WAUGH  and  INNES,  Edinburgh. 

In  foolscap  8vo,  price  6s. 

1.  ’X'HE  VILLA  and  COTTAGE  FLORIST’S 

DIRECTORY  ;  being  a  familiar  Treatise  on  Floriculture 
particularly  the  management  of  the  best  stage,  bed,  and  bordp^ 
flowers,  usually  cultivated  in  Britain.  To  which  are  added  Dirpp 
lions  for  the  Management  of  the  Hothouse,  Greenhouse,  and  Con* 
servatory,  with  the  different  modes  of  raising  and  propagafing  exotic 
plants.  Interspersed  with  many  new  physiological  observations  Bv 
Jas.  Main,  A.L.S.  ’  ^ 

2.  THE  GREENHOUSE  COMPANION,  com¬ 
prising  a  general  course  of  greenhouse  and  conservatory  practice 
throughout  the  y«ar;  a  natural  arrangement  of  all  the  greenhouse 
plants  in  cultivation ;  w  ith  a  descriptive  catalogue  of  the  most  desi¬ 
rable  to  form  a  collection,  their  proper  soils,  modes  of  propagation 
management,  and  references  to  botanical  works  in  which  they  are  fil 
gured.  Also,  the  proper  treatment  of  flowers  in  rooms,  and  bulbs  in 
water  glasses.  In  8vo,  with  a  coloured  frontispiece,  the  LM  edition 
11s.  bds. 

3.  A  CONCISE  and  PRACTICAL  TREATISE 

on  the  GROWTH  and  CULTURE  of  the  CARNATION.  PlVk' 
AURICULA.  POLYANTHUS,  RANUNCULUS,  TULIP,  HV\’ 
Cl  NTH ,  ROSE,  and  other  Flowers  ;  including  a  dissertation  on  .soils 
and  manures,  and  catalogues  of  the  mast  esteemed  varieties  of  each 
flower.  By  Thomas  Hogo.  A  new  Edition,  in  12mo,  with  coloured 
8s 

I. ’ti’iE  GARDENER’S  MANUAL  aii.l  ENCi- 

LISH  BOTANIST’S  COMPANION,  being  an  introduction  to  Gar¬ 
dening,  on  philosophical  principles.  To  which  is  added  a  Catalogue 
of  British  Plants,  in  the  monthly  order  of  their  flowering.  Bv  a 
Horticultural  Chemist.  In  8vo,  to  be  complete  in  12  Nos.  Is.  each. 


Three  of  the  most  widely  circulated  Weekly  Newspapers  publish¬ 
ed  in  London,  at  Sevenpence  each.  Sold  by  all  Newspaper  Agents 
,  in  Town  and  Country. 

THE  OBSERVER, 

Price  Sevenpence. 

A  Monday  Edition  of  the  Observer  is  regularly  published, 
containing  the  Latest  New's,  Clerical  Intelligence,  the  Corn  Market, 
up  to  the  Monday  afternoon  ;  always  published  .sufficiently  early  for 
the  Newsmen  to  send  by  the  General  Post.  This  edition  is  render¬ 
ed  particularly  acceptable  to  persons  in  the  country,  and  those  resi¬ 
ding  abroad.  The  price  of  the  Monday  edition  of  The  Observer  is 
Sevenpence. — Printed  and  published  by  Mr  VVm.  Clement,  adjoin¬ 
ing  the  Office  of  the  Morning  Chronicle,  in  the  Strand,  London. 


BELL’.S  LIFE  IN  LONDON, 

Price  Sevenpence. 

Bell’s  Life  in  London  is  the  best  and  cheapest  Journal  extant 
for  Sporting  varieties.  It  is  a  large  folio  twenty-column  Weekly  Jour¬ 
nal,  published  in  London  every  Saturday  afternoon,  in  time  for  that 
day’s  post,  and  may  be  received  at  the  distance  of  two  hundred  miles 
from  London  on  Sunday.  This  paper  combines,  with  the  news  of  the 
week,  a  rich  repository  of  Fashion,  W'it,  Humour,  and  other  inte¬ 
resting  incidents  of  Real  Life.  The  events  in  the  Sporting  Depart¬ 
ment  are  copiously  detailed,  and,  for  accuracy,  stand  unrivalled. 
The  emblematical  Illustrations,  which  head  the  articles  on  Drama, 
Poetry,  the  Turf,  the  Chase,  the  Ring,  the  Police,  Cricketing,  l^i* 
geon-shooting,  the  Aquatic  Register,  and  tlie  affairs  of  the  Fancy, 
were  all  designed  by  Cruikshaiik,  in  his  most  humorous  and  happy 
manner.  These  cuts  alone  are  worth  more  than  the  price  of  this 
Newspaper,  which  is  only  Sevenpence.  The  sale  of  Bell’s  Life  in 
London,  and  S|X)rting  Chronicle,  is  the  largest  of  any  London 
Weekly  Journal,  except  The  Observer.  Innkeepers  and  Publicans 
arc  likely  to  benefit  by  additional  business  to  their  hou.se,  from  ta¬ 
king  in  Bell’s  Life  in  London,  and  Sporting  Chronicle,  being  a 
Journal  of  comicality  and/w/t,  calculated  to  ”  drive  dull  care  away, 
and  dissipate  the  blue  devils.  Office,  169,  Strand,  London. 


THE  ENGLISHMAN, 

Price  Sevenpence. 

This  Iiighly  respectable  and  independent  W’^cekly  New'spaper  i» 
published  at  No.  170,  in  the  Strand,  every  Sunday  Morning,  at 
clock,  at  the  price  of  Sevenpence  only.  The  Englishman  has  now  oeei 
published  twenty-six  years,  and  during  that  long  period  has  invaria¬ 
bly  pursued  the  same  course  in  all  its  departments— that  of  the  * 

est  impartiality.  It  may  be  truly  said  of  The  Englishman,  that  i  > 
“open  to  all  parties — influenced  by  none.”  As  a  Family 
per.  The  Englishman  stands  unrivalled  ;  not  a  line,  or  an 
ment,  of  an  immoral  tendency,  is  allowed,  under  any 
to  stain  its  pages.  The  Englishman  is  a  folio  tw'enty-column  •  ' 

nal,  the  same  size  and  price  as  The  Observer.  The  paper  upon  w 
it  is  i>rinted  is  an  excellent  sort,  and  the  type  almost  new  ;  ' 

for  variety,  quantity,  and  quality,  it  is  the  most  perfect,  in  ^ 
ing  of  Sunday  Newspapers  it  is  proverbial  to  say.  The  ^ 
is  almost  a  library  in  itself;  and  to  such  readers  who  do  not  ^ 
party  paper,  a  trial  of  the  Englishman  is  strongly  rccommenut* 
neutral  Journal,  in  which  such  a  combination  of  literary  ,  p, 
gaged  as  cannot  be  excelled  by  any  Weekly  Newspaper  wn  • 
The  Englishman  is  sent  from  London  by  the  mails  on  bunaaj# 
mgy  be  nad  in  the  country  on  ilie  blank  post  day  s 
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WEEKLY  REGISTER  OF  CRITICISM  AND  BELLES  LETTRES. 


l'niveusity  or  edinbuiigh. 


practical  CIIEAIISTRY  AND  niAlDIACY. 


A  MISTRV  and  PHARMACY^,  superintended  by  Dr  Hope,  Pro- 
-  or  of  Chemistry,  and  conducted  l)y  Mr  Rkid,  Experimental  As- 
^^tant  will  commence  on  Monday  the  3d  of  May,  1830. 

fcntlemen  wlio  propose  to  attend,  are  requested  to  give  in  their 
Vames  to  Mr  Rkid,  that  the  Hours  for  the  different  Classes  may  be 

1  __  /'Inca  nan  oHmif  a  niimKfir  nf  l^iittilc 


will  be  given  by  Mr  Rkid  on  1  uesday  and  \\  cvlnesday,  alter  which, 
the  gentlemen  attending  will  commence  the  different  Processes  and 
Experiments.— Ticket,  Three  Guineas. 

These  Courses  qualify  for  Examination  before  the  Royal  Col¬ 
lege  of  Surgeons. 

Farther  information  may  be  obtained  by  applying  to  Mr  Reid,  at 
the  Experimental  Rooms  of  the  University. 


11.  PROBLE.MSintl.eDiri'EllENTBRANCH. 

tS  of  PHII,oS(Jl»IlV,  adapted  to  the  Course  of  Heading  pursued 

in  f  ho  I  ^  . .  .  •  1  . 


University  of  Cambridge,  collected  and  arranged  by  the  Rev. 
^Island,  D.D.,  F.R..S.,  late  Fellow  and  Tutor  of  St  John’s  Col- 


‘«ge,  Cambridge.  In  8vo,  10s.  Od. 

1^-  A  treatise  OH  the  ELE.M  ENTS  of  A  lAJ  E- 

Lff  r)c5igned  for  the  use  of  Eton  School.  By  the  Rev.  J.  R.\y- 
late  Fellow  and  Mathematical  Lecturer  at  Emanuel  Col- 
^’^,^bridgc.  In  8vo,  price  8s. 

The  \\  O  li  K S  of  1 1 0  U  A  CK  ;  tlie  Latin  Text  from 

^asveh,  with  a  Literal  Translation  into  English  Prose.  By  C. 

A  new  edition,  critically  revised,  with  explanatory  Notes 
HuS  Cruquises,  Torrentius,  Sanadon,  Daeier,  Francis, 

Mf/r  To  which  is  added,  A  Shoit  Account  of  the  lloratian 
la  iD^ao,  (is,  (id,  cloth. 


Just  published. 

Beautifully  printed  in  foolscap  8vo» 
Price  58.  extra  boards. 


ELD  RED  OF  ERIN. 


rpHE  Slimmer  Courses  of  PRACTICAT.  ClIK- 

A  mkTRY’  and  PHARMACY^,  superintended  bv  Dr  Hope,  Pro- 


A  POKM. 

By  CHARLES  DOY'NE  SILLERY%  Esq. 

Author  of  “  Y'allery,”  Ac, 

**  Tlic  book  is  a  gem,''^Edinburgk  Observer, 

1  **  There  is  a  redeeming  tone  even  in  the  very  music  of  its  verse.” 

’—Edinburgh  Literary  Gazette* 

“  Mr  Sillery  is  still  a  very  young  man.  The  proof  of  that  fact  is 
in  his  exuberant  and  unregulated  fancy.  His  imagination  ‘  gilds  the 
gold  and  paints  the  lily.’  ” — The  At/as, 

“  Mr  Sillery  is  himself  an  Irishman ;  and  we  have  no  doubt  that  he 
is  capable  of  producing  a  poem  really  worthy  of  this  *  beautiful  isle 
of  poetry  and  tears.’  Literary  Gazette, 

**  He  is  obviously  a  being  ‘  o'er-fraught  with  song,’  and  pours  out 
a  strain  of  imaginative  thoughts,  united  to  beautiful  melody.” — 
Scots  Times, 


BOOKS 

Just  published,  by  WHITTAKER,  TREACHER,  and  Co.,  Ave- 

Maria  Lane,  London;  and  WAUtHI  and  INXES,  Edinburgh, 

THE  PICTURE  OF  INDIA;  exhibitiiiir,  in  abripf, 

yet  clear  and  graphic  manner,  the  geography,  topography,  his¬ 
tory,  natur.Tl  history,  native  population,  and  ])roducc,  of  that  most 
interesting  portion  of  the  earth ;  with  a  particular  account  of  the 
European  .settlements,  with  the  present  state  of  the  British  terri¬ 
tories,  and  an  impartial  Y’iew  of  the  India  (Question,  with  reference 
to  the  impending  Discussion  on  the  Renewal  of  the  Charter.  In  2 
small  8vo  vols.,  with  many  appropriate  illustrations,  IGs.  in  hand¬ 
some  cloth  boards. 

2.  A  FOUUTII  SERIES  OF  OUR  VILLAGE. 

By  Miss  Mitford.  In  post  8vo,  lOs.  Cd. 

By  the  same  Author, 

DRA^IATIC  SCENF^S,  post  8vo,  10s.  Od. 

.J  ELI  AX  and  FOSCARI,  Tragedies,  8s. 

OUR  VILLAGE,  new  edition,  ;3  vols.  25s. 

8.  TRAITS  of  SCOTTISH  LIFE;  Pictures  of 

Scenery  and  Character.  In  3  vols.  post  8vo. 

4.  The  PICTURE  of  AUSTRALIA.  In  post  Svo, 

with  Map,  ITs.  6d. 

“  The  book  before  us  contains  the  fullest  and  most  satisfactory  in¬ 
formation  concerning  tlie  natural  history,  meteorology,  products, 
statistics,  and  every  other  desirable  point  of  knowledge.  It  seems  to 
be  very  impartial  in  its  accounts,  and  contains  such  a  multiplicity  of 
curious,  instructive,  and  interesting  matters,  that  we  know  no  geo¬ 
graphical  w'ork  of  superior  character.” — Gcw/.  Ma^, 

5.  The  CAMBRIAN  TOURIST;  or  Post  Chaise 
Companion  through  Wales;  containing  cursoiy  Sketches  of  the 
Welsh  Territories,  and  a  Description  of  the  Manners,  Customs,  and 
Games  of  the  Natives.  In  a  neat  pocket  volume,  the  Cth  edition, 
corrected  and  considerably  enlarged,  with  View  and  Maps,  8s. 
bound. 

G.  A  GENERAL  BIOGRAPHICAL  DICTION- 

ARV.  By  John  Gorton.  In  2  vols.  Svo,  containing  2150  pages  of 
close  print.  3(Js.  cloth. 

“Mr  Gorton’s  publication  is  altogether  one  of  great  excellence, 
calculated  to  be  useful  to  a  large  number  of  students,  and  deserving 
extensive  popularity.  We  may  also  mention,  that  it  is  sufficiently 
large  to  contain  every  thing  necessary,  but  not  too  extensive  for  the 
ordinary  purposes  of  study,  filling  in  this  respect,  an  open  space  in 
the  fiebis  of  biotiraphical  literature.” — Athcnanm, 

7.  ILLUSTRATIONS  of  .AIASONRY.  By  tin* 
late  William  Preston,  Esq.  Post-Master  of  the  Lodge  of  Antiquity. 
The  fourteenth  edition,  m  12mo,  xvith  important  additions,  altera¬ 
tions,  and  improvements,  by  the  Rev  G.  Oliver,  8s. 

8.  PLAIN  INSTRUC  riONS  for  the  MANAGE¬ 
MENT  of  infants.  With  Practical  observations  on  the  Disor¬ 
ders  incident  to  Childhood.  To  which  is  added,  an  Essay  on  Spinal 
ami  (Jerebral  Irritation.  By  John  Darwall,  M.D.,  Physician  to  the 
Birmingham  Dispensary.  In  I  Jino,  Gs.  6d. 

9.  The  PRINCIPLES  of  GOTHIC  ARCHITEC¬ 
TURE,  elucidated  by  question  and  answer.  By  Matthew  Bloxliain. 
In  foolscap  8vo,  with  numerous  engravings,  Is. 

10.  Tli«  ART  of  INVIGORATING  tmd  PRO- 

t-0.\’GING  LIKE,  by  Food,  Clothes,  Air,  Exercise,  Wine,  Sleep, 

or.  The  Invalid’s  Oracle;  containing  jieptie  precepts,  point¬ 
ing  out  agrecible  and  effectual  methods  to  prevent  and  relieve  indi¬ 
gestion,  and  to  regulate  and  strengthen  the  action  of  the  .stomach 
wd  bowels.  To  which  is  added.  The  Pleasure  of  Making  a  Will, 
jn  1^0,  the  6ih  edition,  very  greatly  augmented  and  improved. 


**  This  is  the  lieaiitifiil,  erratic,  wild,  and  passionate  dream  of  a 
youthful  poet.  It  will  be  treasured  as  a  gem  by  the  enthusiast  and 
the  lover,  while  the  high  tone  of  ]>icty  that  pervades  it  will  recom¬ 
mend  it  to  another  class.” — Free  Press, 

Edinburgh:  CoNST.Ani.E  and  Co.,  19,  Waterloo  Place;  ami 
Hubnt,  Chanck,  Co.  London. 


4H,  Gforgf.  STUEi'.r. 
This  day  is  published, 

KEY 

TO  PROFESSOR  DUNBAR’S  GREEK 
EXEIK  ISES. 


Printetl  for  Stirling  and  Kknnky,  Edinburgh;  and  Whit¬ 
taker,  Treac  her,  and  Arnot,  London ;  and  sold  by  all  Book¬ 
sellers. 


The  present  Key  is  adapted  to  the  Introductory  Exercises 
lately  published,  and  also  to  the  larger  Book.  The  Author  has  be¬ 
stowed  every  pains  to  render  it  as  correct  as  ^mssible — and,  An*  the 
sake  of  those  Teachers  who  have  not  made  the  Prosmly  of  the  lan¬ 
guage  a  particular  study,  the  quantity  of  each  syllable,  and  the  dif¬ 
ferent  feet  in  all  the  kinds  of  verse  that  occur  in  the  Exercises,  have 
been  marked. 

Where  also  mav  be  bad, 

1.  EXERCISES  on  the  SYN  fAX,  ami  OBSEB- 
VATIONS  on  most  ol  the  ifllOM*?,  of  the  GREEK  L.YNGUAtJE, 


with  an  attempt  to  tniee  the  Prepositions,  several  C.'onjunetions  and 
Adverbs,  to  their  Ratfical  Significations.  By(jlE()R(JE  DUNBAU, 
A.M.,  F.R.S.E.,  Professor  of  Greek  in  the  lJ^ivcr^ity  of  Edin- 


burgli.  Third  Edition,  greatly  enlarged  and  improved.  8vo,  8s. 
bound. 

2.  PROSDDIA  GILECA,  by  lVofes.sor  DUN¬ 

BAR.  Fourth  Edition,  considerably  enlarged,  8vo,  jiriee  5s.  (id. 
boards.  .... 

3.  anaaekta  'eaahnika  meiona;  sive  COLT.E(’- 

TANE.A  GR.ECA  MINORA,  adusum  Tironum  accommodata,  eum 
Notis  Philologicis,  quas  partial  colk'git  partim  .scripsit  Georgius  Dun¬ 
bar,  A  M.  Socius  Regije  Societitis  Ediiiensis,  et  in  Academia  .laeobi 
VI.  Scotorum  Regis  Litt.  Gr.  Prof.  Accedit  Parvum  Lexicon.  Edi- 
tio  altera,  8vo,  price  Ds.  bound. 

1.  COLLECTANEA  GR.ECA  MA.TORA,  Vol. 
HI.  being  a  continuation  of  Dalzel’s  Majora,  by  Professor  Dunhah, 
Svo,  Us.  boards. 

5.  DYLZEL’S  COLLECTANEA  GR.EC’A.AIA. 

JO  HA,  Vol.  I.  edited  by  Professor  Dunbar,  with  very  c*onsiderable 
additions  and  corieetions,  8vo,  price  11s.  boards. 

(>.  DALZEL’S  COLLECTANEA  GR.EC  A  IMA, 

JOIIA,  Vol.  II.  edited  by  Professor  Du.nbar.  The  text  of  Homer, 
Hesiod,  and  Apollonius  Rhodius,  is  corrected  according  to  the 
principles  stated  in  the  Essay  upon  the  Versification  of  Homer,  in 
the  2d  part  of  the  Professor’s  Prosotlia  Greeca.  The  whole  of  the 
Text  has  undergone  the  most  careful  revision,  and  is  augmented  by 
one  of  the  Nemean  Gdes  of  Pindar ;  and  a  very  considerable  numlxT 
of  additional  Notes,  explanatory  of  difficult  passages,  &c.  Svo,  price 
12s.  boards. 

7.  POTTER’S  ANTIQUITIES  of  GREE(’E;  :i 

new  edition;  with  a  Life  of  the  Author,  by  Robert  A.voerso.v, 
M.D. ;  and  an  Appendix,  containing  a  concise  History  of  the  Grecian 
.States,  and  an  Account  of  the  Lives  and  Writings  oHhe  most  cele¬ 
brated  Greek  Authors.  By  Gkorgk  Dunbar,  F.R.S.E.,  Professor 
of  Greek  in  the  University  of  Edinburgh.  2  vols.  Svo,  price  2(>s, 
boards. 

8 .  C  L  A  VI S  H O M E R I C  A,  carefully  revised  and  cor- 
rectetl,  with  the  Rules,  Are.  of  Homer’s  Versification.  By  Professor 
Du.nbar.  1  vol.  Svo,  ])rice  ffs.  bound. 

9.  HOMERI  ILIAS,  GRECE  et  LATINE.  Ex 

Ilcccnsione  etcum  Notis  Samuelis  Clarke,  S.T.P.  2  vols.  8vo,  price 

10.  HOMERI  ODYSSEA,  G REICE  et  LATINE. 

Eilidit,  Annotationesque  ex  Notis  nonnuliis  Mauuseriptis  aSainuele 
Clarke,  S.T.P.  2  vols.  Svo,  18s.  boards. 

JI.  HOMERI  I  LI  A  S,  pure  Cireek  ;  12nio,  Gs.  bound, 
12.  HOMERI  1LIA8,  Greek  and  Latin;  2  vols, 
12mo,  10s.  bound. 

These  editions  of  Homer  are  all  nrinted  from  the  Text  of  the 
Grenville  Homer,  and  stereotyi^ed,  and  nave  undergone  a  thorough 
revisal  since  the  plate.s  were  cast;  and  a  few  Ciron  that  had  escaiHxl 
the  first  editor,  corrected* 


J  ' 


ki 


THE  EDINBURGH  LITERARY  JOURNAL ;  OR, 


This  day  is  published. 

In  one  volume  octavo,  price  9s., 

I.  the  doom  of  DEVORGOIL;  a  Melo¬ 

drama* 

II.  AUCHINDRANE:  or,  The  AYRSHIRE 

TRAGEDY 

By  Sir  WALTER  SCOTT,  Bart. 

Printed  for  C  a  dell  and  Co.,  Edinburgh. 

Who  will  very  soon  publish, 

I.  The  POETICAL  WORKS  of  Sir  Walter  aScott, 

Bart,  in  Eleven  Volumes  octavo,  with  Two  Essays  on  BALLAD 
POETRY,  now  first  published.  Also,  Introductions  to  the  LAY, 
MARMION,  LADY’  of  the  LAKE,  ROKEBY,  and  LORD  of  the 
ISLES.  The  DRAMAS,  just  published,  form  Volume  Eleventh  of 
this  Edition ;  the  whole  illustrated  by  a  Portrait  of  the  Author,  by 
David  Wilkie,  and  twenty-two  engravings  on  steel,  after  Smirke 
and  Nasmyth.  Price  L.6. 

II.  Another  Edition  of  these  WORKS,  in  Eleven  Vo¬ 
lumes,  18mo,  beginning  with  the  LAY’  of  the  LAST  MINSTREL, 
and  including  the  Introductions  ;  volume  Eleventh,  comprising  the 
DRAMAS  ;  Just  published.  The  Illustrations  the  same  as  the  8vo 
edition.  Price  L..5,  5. 

On  Tuesday  next,  the  -Ithday  of  May, 
will  be  published, 

PITCAIRN’S  CRIMINAL  TRIALS, 

Part  Fifth. 

Edinburgh:  William  Tait;  and  John  Stevenson.  London  : 
Longman  and  Co.;  and  John  Cochrane,  Strand. 


Just  published,  with  49  Engravings, 

Pi  ice,  in  demy  8vo,  36s. — Royal  8vo,  54s. — And  in  demy  4to, 

£3,  12s.  in  cloth, 

the  fossil  remains  of  the  ANIMAL 

KINGDOM.  By  Edward  Pidokon. 

This  Work  forms  a  Supplementary  Volume  to  the  ANIMAL 
KINGDOM,  described  and  arranged  in  conformity  with  its  organ¬ 
ization,  by  the  Baron  Cuvier;  translated,  with  large  additional  de¬ 
scriptions  of  the  Species  hitherto  named,  and  of  many  not  before  no¬ 
ticed,  and  v/ith  other  original  matter,  by  E.  Grifhth,  F.L.S.,  C. 
Hamilton  Smith,  F.L.S.,  and  E.  Pidgeon. 

The  CLASS  MAMMALIA,  complete  in  Twelve  Parts, 
with  upwards  of  Two  Hundred  Engravings,  forming  five  Volumes, 
price,  in  extra  cloth  lK>ards : 

Demy  octavo,  •  •  •  •  £7  4  0 

Royal  octavo,  .  .  •  •  10  16  0 

Do.  coloured,  .  .  ;  .  14  8  0 

Demy  quarto,  India  paper,  .  .  14  8  0 

The  CLASS  of  BIRDS,  complete  in  Nine  Parts, 
forming  three  Volumes,  price,  in  extra  cloth  boards : 

Demy  octavo,  .  •  .  •  £5  8  0 

—  quarto,  India  paper,  *  .  10  16  0 

Royal  octavo,  .  .  .  .  8  2  0 

Do.  coloured,  .  .  .  .  10  16  0 

The  Reptiles,  Fishes,  and  Insects,  will  form  about  sixteen  parts; 
the  whole  comprising  about  forty  parts.  It  will  be  so  arranged,  for 
the  convenience  of  those  wlio  may  confine  their  Zoological  studies 
to  either  of  the  classes,  that  each  class  will  make  a  distinct  work,  as 
well  as  one  of  the  series  of  the  **  Animal  Kingdom.”  The  conclu¬ 
sion  will  contain  a  tabular  view  of  the  svstem,  a  copious  index,  and 
a  general  terminology  of  the  science.  The  engraved  illustrations  of 
this  work  are  in  a  superior  style  of  execution,  by  different  artists  of 
distinguished  eminence ;  and,  among  thereat,  many  are  by  Mr  Land¬ 
seer.  Most  of  them  are  from  original  drawings,  made  from  nature, 
and  several  represent  species  altogether  new,  or  never  figured  be¬ 
fore. 

Printed  for  Whittaker,  Treacher,  and  Co.,  Ave  Maria-Lane, 
London;  and  Wauoh  and  Innes,  Edinburgh. 

Of  whom  may  be  had,  price  10s.  6d. 

POPULAR  LECTURES  on  the  Study  of  Natuml 
History  and  the  Sciences,  Vegetable  Physiology,  Zoology,  the  Ani¬ 
mal  and  Vegetable  Poisons,  atra  on  the  Human  Faculties,  Mental  and 
t'orporeal.  By  William  Lemfrikrr,  M.D.  Second  edition,  to 
which  has  been  added.  Two  Lectures  on  the  Mamraiferous  Animals. 


TO  DYSPEPTICS, 

THE  STUDIOUS  AND  SEDENTARY. 

SUTLER’S  COOLING  APERIENT  POW- 

DERS,— produce  an  extremely  refreshing  Effervescing  Drink, 
preferable  to  S(^a,  Seidlits,  or  Magnesia  Water,  and  at  the  same 
time  a  Mild  and  Cooling  Aperient,  peculiarly  adapted  to  promote  the 
healthy  action  of  the  Stomach  and  Bowels,  and  thereby  prevent  the 
recurrence  of  Constipation  and  Indimtion,  with  all  their  train  of 
consequences,  as  Depression,  Flatulence,  Acidity  or  Heartburn, 
Headaeh,  Febrile*  Symptoms,  Eruptions  on  the  Skin,  &c.  6cc, ;  and 
by  frequent  use  will  obviate  the  necessity  of  having  recourse  to  Ca¬ 
lomel,  Epsom  Salts,  and  other  violent  medicines,  which  tend  to  de¬ 
bilitate  the  system.  When  taken  after  too  free  an  indulgence  in  the 
luxuries  of  the  table,  particularly  after  too  much  wine,  the  usual  dis¬ 
agreeable  effects  are  altogether  avoided.  In  warm  climates,  they 
will  be  found  extremely  beneficial,  as  they  prevent  accumulation  of 
Bile,  and  do  not  debilitate. 

Prepared,  and  sold  in  Ss.  9d.  Boxes,— and  10s.  6d.  and  208.  Cases, 
by  Butler,  Chemist  to  his  Majesty,  No.  73,  Prince’s  Street,  Edin¬ 
burgh  ;  and  (authenticated  by  the  Preparer’s  name  and  address,  in 
the  Label  affixed  to  each  box  and  case)  may  be  obtained  of  Butler 
and  Co.,  4,  Cheapside,  Comer  of  St  Paul’s,  London ;  and  of  all  the 
principal  Druggi'^ts  and  Booksellers  throughout  the  Voited  Kingdom. 


Parts, 


LIFE  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  WALLACE. 

Just  published. 

In  2  volumes  ISmo,  with  two  beautiful  Vignettes 
a  Frontispiece,  and  Wood  Cuts,  * 

price  7s.  in  extra  cloth  bds. 

the  life  of  SIR  WILLIAM  W  ALLACP 

of  ELDERSLIE,  including  Biographical  Notices  of  ^ 
porary  English  and  Scottish  Warriors.  ontem. 

By  JOHN  D.  CARRICK. 

"  The  bugle  ne’er  sung  to  a  braver  knight. 

Than  William  of  Elderslie.” 

Thomas  CAMrEpn 

THIS  WORK  FORMS  THE  FIFTY'-THIRD  AM)  ]  iFry^ 
FOURTH  VOLUMES  OF 

CONSTABLE’S  MISCELLANY. 

**  The  author  of  the  present  volume  does  not  disappoint  exnpota 
tion  :  his  Life  of  Wallace  is  a  well-written,  authentic,  and  silirifp  I 
production,  full  of  research,  and  exhibiting  considerable  nowpr. 
description,” — Suru  ‘ 

Edinburgh:  Printed  for  Constable  and  Co.;  and  Hip^t 
Chance,  and  Co.  London.  ’  ' 

BOURRIENNE’S  MEMOIRS  of  NAP{). 

LEON  BONAPARTE,  translated  by  Dr  Memes,  are  on  the  eve  of 
publication  in  the  Miscellany. 

This  day  was  published,  price  21s. 

In  3  vols.  post  8vo, 

THE  DOMINIE’S  LEGACY. 

By  the  Author  of  the  **  Sectarian.” 

Consisting  of  a  Series  of  Tales,  illustrative  of  the  Scenery  and 
Manners  of  Scotland. 

*'  Picken’s  Dominie’s  Legacy,  throe  volumes  of  stories  chiefly 
Scottish,  well  deserves  a  place  in  every  library.”— 
zinc  for  April, 

We  should  compare  the  feelings  excited  in  these  pages  to  gazing 
on  a  series  of  rustic  landscape.?,  and  simple  home-scenes.  Need  we 
recommend  them  further  to  our  readers  V'-^lAtei ary  i^azette. 

Also,  lately  published,  price  2s. 

In  a  neat  cover, 

STEAMERS  v.  STAGES; 

OR, 

ANDREW  AND  HIS  SPOUSE, 

A  nUMOROlTS  POEM. 

Illustrated  with  Six  spirited  Engravings  on  Wood,  after  the  designs 

of  Robert  Cruikshanks. 

London  :  printed  for  William  Kidd  ;  and  Constable  and  Co., 
19,  Waterloo  Place,  Edinburgh. 


This  day  is  published,  in  3  vols.  post  8vo, 

TALES  OF  OUR  COUNTIES; 

OR, 

PROVINCIAL  PORTRAITS!!! 

Cumberland — Lord  Losel. 

Derbyshire— The  Duke  of  Downsliire. 

Middlesex — A  Palace. 

Gloucestershire— Colonel  Byerly. 

Denbighshire— Mr  Mellington,  Pandulph,  and  Others. 
Hertfordshire — The  Right  Honourable  Julius  Saltonby. 
Lancashire— Lord  SelfcTown. 

Nottinghamshire — Lord  Gordon. 

Shropshire— The  Hunt  Ball. 

Sussex— Lord  Richmond. 

Works  lately  Published. 

In  one  vol.  8vo, 

A  POLITICAL  aiKl  HISTORICAL  ACCOUNT 

of  LOWER  CANADA.  With  Remarks  on  the  Present  Situation 
of  the  People,  as  regards  their  Manners,  Character,  and  Religion, 
&c.  &c.  By  a  Canadian. 

Elegantly  bound,  price  5s. 

The  LITERARY  BLUE  BOOK;  or,  Calemlai 
Literature,  Science,  and  Arts,  for  1830. 

In  one  volume,  18ino,  price  3s.  bound. 

The  NEW  CHESTERFIELD;  containing  Unn- 
ciples  of  Politeness  to  complete  the  Gentleman,  aii<l  give  I'jjV  ^ 
Knowledge  of  the  World ;  also.  Precepts  particularly  addressea 
Y  oung  Indies. 

London :  Marsh  and  Miller.  Edinburgh  :  Constable  and  Co. 


Edinburgh  :  Published  for  the  Proprietor?,  every  .Saturday  Morning, 
by  CONSTABLE  A:  CO.  19,  WATERLOO  PLACE  ; 

Sold  also  by  Robertson  &  Atkinson,  Glasgow  ;  W. 
jun.  &  Co.,  Dublin;  Hurst,  Chance,  &  Co.,  London;  an  j 
all  Newsmen,  Postmasters,  and  Clerks  of  the  Road,  tnroug 
the  United  Kingdom. 

Price  6d. ;  or  Stamped  and  sent  free  by  post,  lOd, 
Printed  by  Ballantvne  U  Co#  Paul’s  Work,  Canongstc, 


V 


